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PREFACE. 
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IIcHAEL. BRUCE, the Author of the 

following Poems, lives now no more 
but in the remembrance of his friends. He 
was born in a remote village in Kinroſsſhire, 
and deſcended from parents remarkable for no- 
thing but the innocence and ſimplicity of their 
lives. They, however, had the penetration to 


diſcover in their young ſon a genius ſuperior 


to the common, and had the merit to give him 5 
a polite and liberal education. From his eat= | 


lieſt years, he maanitetted the moſt ſanguine 
love of letters, and afterwards made eminent 


a2 progreſs 


| 


ry 
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progreſs in many branches. of literature. But 
Poetry was his darling ſtudy: the poets were 
his perpetual companions. He read their works 
with avidity, and with a congenial enthufiaſm; 
he caught their ſpirit as well as their man- 
ner; and though he ſometimes imitated their 
ſtyle, he was a poet from inſpiration. No leſs 
amiable as a man, than valuable as à writer en- 
dued with good nature and good ſenſe; humane, 
friendly, benevolent ; he loved his friends, and 
was beloved by them with a degree of ardour 
that is only experienced in the era of youth 


and innocence. | 

It was during the hill vacations of the 
College that he compoſed the following Poems. 
If images of nature that are beautiful and 
| new; if ſentiments, warm from the heart, in- 
tereſting, and pathetic; if a ſtyle, chaſte with 
ornat ent, and elegant with fimplicity ; if theſe, 
| and 
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and many other beauties of nature and of art, 
are allowed to conſtitute true poetic merit, the 


following Poems will ſtand high in the judge- 


ment of men of taſte. 


After the Author had finiſhed his courſe of 


philoſophy at Edinburgh, he was ſeized with a 
conſumption, of which he died, about the 21K 
year of his age. ? 

During that diſeaſe, and in the immediate 
view of death, he wrote the Elegy to Spring ; 
the latter part of which 1s wrought up into the 


moſt paſſionate ſtrains of the true pathetic, and 


is not perhaps inferior to any poetry in any 
language. 
To make up a miſcellany, ſome poems, wrote 


by different authors, are inſerted ; all of them 
original, and none of them deſtitute of merit. | 


renee of taſte will eaſily diſtinguiſh them 
** | from 


: 
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from thoſe of Mr. Bruce, without their being 
particularized by any max. | 
Several of theſe poems have been approved 
by perſons of the firſt taſte in the kingdom; 
and the Editor publiſhes them to that ſmall 
circle for whom they are denden not with 
ſolicitude and anxiety, but with the pleaſura- 
ble reflection that he is furniſhing out a claſ- 
fical entertainment to every reader of refined 
taſte, | 
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| Edinburgh, Feb, I, 1796. 
* E ma foregoing Preface was prefixed to the 
-— original edition of Mr. Bruce's Poems, 
publiſhed by Mr. Logan. Tt 1s reprinted here, 
becauſe this volume includes all the pieces writ- 
ten both by Bruce and others, which were in- 
ſerted in that edition. To theſe, however, the 


ditional Poems, taken from the manuſcripts of 
the Author, furniſhed to them by his mother. 
The manuſcripts appear to contain the firſt 
ſketch only which he had written of theſe ; and 
hence ſome paſſages are found in them which 
are deficient in that ſmoothneſs, accuracy, and 


peared in a late collection in their original ſhape, 
the preſent Publiſhers did not feel themſelves at 
18 | liberty 


Publiſhers of this work have annexed feyeral ad- 


vigour, which, on reviſion, he could have given 
to them. But as the Poems have already ap- 4 
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liberty to make any retrenchments. They truſt, 
/ indeed, that, even with. theſe deficiencies, the 
verſes will be received as an acceptable preſent 
by the admirers of Bruce, and be conſidered as 
far from reſlecting diſcredit on his genius. 


| The Publiſhers Ko 217 to * farther, 
that they reckon it their duty, and are ſure it 
will be a gratification to the Public, to ſubjoin, 
on this occaſion, the following paper, written 
by Lord Craig, now one of the Senators of 
the College of Juſtice, which appeared, in 1779, 
in the 36th number of the Mirror. That paper 
hath contributed greatly 'to make the Poems 
of Bruce better known in this country, than 
they were, with all their merit, before that 
time. Io its influence, the Publiſhers are a- 
ware that they owe much of that extenſive pa- 


tronage with which this edition (brought for- 
ward 


* 
. 
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ward by ſubſcription) has been honoured. Hav- 
ing ſtated this, they will not indulge themſelves 
in any panegyric on the elegant and affe Aing 
ſimplicity of that delightful little piece of com- 
poſition. They are certain that they will ex- 
cite a more pleaſing emotion in the heart of 
the author, when they tell him, that, though 
he could not have the luxury of viſiting the 
poor youth, and bidding him be happy,“ he 
may ſolace himſelf with the conſideration of 
having contributed to alleviate the evils of want 
and age to the widowed mother. Poor and un- 
educated as ſhe is, the Publiſhers know—for they 
have ſcen her in her cottage—ANNE BRUCE will 
read that paper with tenderneſs ; and, with the 
tear of feeling in her eye, will pray, God 
bleſs him.”——That man is to be pitied who 
does not feel, that He who has ſo deſerved this 
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Some mule * — Milton bere may reft. 
Gray, 


Noruino has a greater tendebey to elevate 
and affect the heart, than the reflection upon 
thoſe perſonages who have performed a diſtin- 
guiſhed part on the theatre of life, whoſe ac- 
tions were attended with important conſequen- 
ces to the world around them, or whoſe wri- 
tings have animated or inſtructed mankind, 
The thought chat they are now no wore, that 
their aſhes are mingled with thoſe of the e meaneſt 
and moſt worthleſs, affords a ſubje& of con- 
templation, which, however melanchol. 0 the 
mind, in a moment of penſiveneſs, may feel a 
ſecret ſort of delight to indulge i in. Tell her,” 
ſays Hamlet, « that ſhe may paint an inch 
« N yet to this the muſt come at laſt,” © 

When 
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When Xerxes, at the head of his numerous 
army, ſaw all his troops arranged in order be- 
fore him, he burſt into tears at the thought, 


that in a ſhort time they would be fweeped from 


the face of the earth, and be removed to give 
place to thoſe who would fill other armies, and 
rank under other generals. . 
Something of what Xerxes felt, from the 
conſideration that thoſe who then were ſhould 
ceaſe to be, it is equally natural to feel from 
the reflection, that all who have formerly lived 
have ceaſed to live, and that nothing more re- 
mains but the memory of a very ſew, who have 
leſt ſome memorial which keeps alive their names, 


and the ſame with which theſe names are ac- 


companied. 8 
But, e as this reflection may be, it is 
not ſo deep 25 the thought, that, even of thoſe 
perſons who wert poſſeſſed of talents for diſtin- 
. „ guiſhing 
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guiſhing themſelves in the world, for having 
their memory handed down from age to age, 
much the greater part it is likely, from hard 
neceſſity, or by ſome of the various fatal ac- 
cidents of life, have been excluded from the 
poſſibility of exerting themſelves, er of being 
uſeful either to thoſe who lived in the ſame age, 
or to poſterity. Poverty in many, and unto- 
ward calamity in others, have © chilled the ge- 
nial current of the ſoul ;” and numbers bave 
been cut off by premature death in the midſt of 
project and ambition. How many may there 
have been in the ages that are paſt, how many 
may exiſt at this very moment, who, with all 
the talents fitted to ſhine in the world, to guide 
or to inſtruct it, may, by ſome ſecret misfor- 
tune, have had their minds depreſled, or the 
fire of their ger ĩus extinguiſhed ! 
1 have been ded into theſe reflect ions from 
the 
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the peruſal of a ſmall volume of poems, which 
happens now to lie before me, which, though _ 
poſſeſſed of very confiderable merit, and compoſed 
in this country, are, I believe, very little known. 
In a well written preface, the reader is told, 
That moſt of them are the production of Michael | 
Bruce ; that this Michael Bruce was born in a 
remote village in Kinroſsſhire, and deſcended 
from parents remarkable for nothing but the 
innocence and ſimplicity of their lives; that in 
the 21ſt year of his age he was ſeized with a 
conſumption, which put an end to his life. 

Nothing, methinks, has more the power of 
awakening benevolence, than the confideration 
of genius thus depreſſed by fituation, ſuffered 
to pine in obſcurity, and ſometimes, as in the 
caſe of this unfortunate young man, to periſh, 
it may be, for want cf thoſe comforts and con- 


veniences which m ght have foſtered a delicacy 
of 


e Wt of viſting him there, and of bidding him 
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of frame or of mind ill calculated to bear the 
hardſhips which poverty lays on both, For 
my own part, I never paſs the place (a little 


hamlet, ſkirted with a ęirele of old aſh trees, 
about two miles on this fide of Kinroſs) where 


Michael Bruce reſided ] never look on his 
dwelling, (a ſmall thatched houſe, diſtinguiſhed 
from the cottages of the other inhabitants only 
dy a /aſhed window at the end, inſtead of a /at- 

tice, fringed with a honeyſuck/e plant, which the 
poor youth had trained around it) I never 
find myſelf in that ſpot, but I ſtop my horſe in- 
voluntarily, and, looking on the window, which 
the honeyſuckle has now almoſt covered, in the 
dream of the moment, I picture out a figure for 
the gentle tenant of the manſion. I wiſh, and 
my heart ſwells while I do ſo, that he were 
alive, and that I were a great man, to have the 


be 


| 


q 
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be 'happy;——I cannot carry my readers thi- 
ther; but, that they may ſhare ſome of my feel · 
ings, I will preſent them with an extract from 
the laſt * poem in the little volume before me, 
which, from the ſubject, and the manner in 
which it is written, cannot fail of touching the 


heart of every man who reads it. 


A young man of genius, in a deep conſump- 
tion, at the age of twenty-one, feeling himſelf 
every moment going faſter to, decline, is an ob- 
jet ſufficiently intereſting ; but how much muſt. 
every feeling on the occafion be heightened when 
we know, that this perſon poſſeſſed ſo much dig- 
nity and compoſure of mind, as not only to 
contemplate his approaching fate, but even to 
write a Pom on the . : 

; | One 


47 29 | | 
- The iy! to Sorin was | the lat in the former 
editions, OS Oe EY : 


| guage, is that of the Abbe de Chaulieu, writ- 


Beneath ſome blaſted tree I lie reclin'd, 
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One of the moſt beautiful poems in any lan- 


ten, in expectation of his own death, to the 
Marquis de la Ferre, lamenting his approach- 
ing ſeparation from his friend. Michael Bruce; 
who, it is probable, never heard of the Abbe 
de Chaulieu, has alſo written a poem on his 


death; with 'the latter part of which 1 ſhall 
conclude this paper. 


Now Spring returns; but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known : 

Dim in my breaſt Life's dying taper burns, 
And all the joys of life with health are flown. - 

Starting and ſhiv'ring in th* inconſtant wind, 
Meagre and pale, the ghoſt of what I was, 


And count the ſilent moments as they paſs: .. 
| 9 le 
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No art can ſtop, or in their oyurſt arreſt: 
Whoſe flight ſhall ſhortly count me with the dead, 
And lay me down in peace with them that reſt. 


Oft morning-dreams preſage approaching fate ; 
And mortihgatreams, as poets tell, are true. 


Led by pale ghoſts, I enter Death's dark gate, 


And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 


I hear the helpleſs wil, the thriek of woe; 
I ſee the muddy wave, the dreary ſhore, 
The ſluggiſh ſtreams that ſlowly creep below, 
Which mortals viſit, and return no more. 


Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plains ! 
Enough for me the church-yard's lonely mound, 

Where Melancholy with ſtill Silence reigns, 

And the rank graſs waves o'er the cheerleſs ground. 


There let me wander at the cloſe of eve, 
When ſleep fits dewy on the lab'rer's eyes, 
c The 
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The world and all its buſy follies leave, 
| ns ee , e ee 
There let me fleep forgotten in the clay, 


When Death ſhall ſhut theſe weary aching eres 
Reſt in the hope of an eternal day, 


Till the long night's gone, and the laſt morn ariſe. 


17. JY 63 


VE RSER 


E 


VERSES 


ASDRESSED TO THE MOTHER OF MICHAEL BRUCE. 
By a Lady. 
N Life's fair-dawning, but deceitful morn, 5 


By awful Heaven's inſorugable decree, 
The tender ſcion from its parent torn, 


Leſt to the ſtorm the bending branchleſs tree. 


Where then that heart which with devotion glow'd ? 
That fancy bright, by early genius fd: 
Thoſe candid virtues Heav'n's own hand beſtow'd ? 
Ah! where the tow'ring hopes by theſe inſpir'd ? 


Blaſted they lay for many a diſmal year 
Nought ſooth'd thy grief, ſave memory of the paſt: 


C 2 | Now, 


* VERSES, Gr. 


Now, virtue to reward, and age to cheer, 
Thy bounteous Maker ſends relief at laſt, * 


Though fourſcore winters on thy blameleſs head, 
With want, neglect, and hardſhip, in their n, 
- Relentleſs, have their baneful influence ſhed; 
Yet conſolation viſits thee again. 


Lo! ſweet Benevolence a joy fincere 
Shall with thy Son's reviving fame impart ; 
Again his praiſe ſhall charm thy languid ear, 


Ex'n when in ſhades conceal'd, obſcure of birth, 
Fame ſpoke his merits with no Joop breath-z 
This genius: —— Time and Death. 
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N. B. The profits. which — this caition are 
to ks: applied ſolely ta the ſupport of the Pogt's Noche 
new advanced to her 87th year, and living in indigence, 
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THE EAGLE, CROW, AND SHEPHERD : 


A FABLE, 


oo 
* 


ENEATH the horror of a rock, 
A ſhepherd careleſs fed his flock. 


Souſe from its top an eagle came, | 
And ſeiz'd upon a ſporting lamb; 

Its tender ſides his talons tear, 

And bear it bleating through the air. 
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Tuis was diſcover'd by a crow, 

Who hopp'd upon the plain below. 

& Yon ram,” ſays he, becomes my prey ;” 
And, mounting, haſtens to the fray ; 

Lights on his back—when lo, i1-luck ! 

He in the tein entangled ſtuck : 

He ſpreads his wings, but can't get free, 


Struggling in vain for liberty. - 


THe ſhepherd ſoon the captive ſpies, 
And ſoon he — on the prize. 
His children curious croud around, 
And aſk what ſtrange fowl he has found ? 
« My ſons,” ſaid he, warn'd by this wretch, 
« Attempt no deed above your reach: 
“An eagle not an hour ago, 


He's now content to be a crow.“ 
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A PASTORAL. 


PON a bank with cowſlips cover'd o'er, 

Where LE VEx's waters break againſt the ſhore ; 
What time the village fires in circles talk, 
And youths and maidens take their evening walk; 
Among the yellow broom ALExis lay, 
And view'd the beauties of the ſetting day. 
FuLL well you might obſerve ſome inward ſmart, 
Some ſecret grief hung heavy at his heart. 
| While round the field his ſportive lambkins play'd, 
He rais'd his plaintive voice, and thus he ſaid: 

. 

Broix, my pipe! a ſoſtly mournful ſtrain. 
The parting ſun ſhines yellow on the plain; 
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The balmy weſt-wind breathes along the ground ; 
Their evening ſweets the flow'rs diſpenſe around; 
The flocks ſtray bleating o'er the mountain's brow, 
And from the plain the anſw'ring cattle low ; 
Sweet chant the feather'd tribes on every tree, 
And all things feel the joys of love—but me. 


BEGIN, my pipe! his the tem ſtrain, 
EvumMEL14 meets my kindneſs with diſdain. 
Oft have I try d her ſtubborn heart to e 
And in her icy boſom kindle love: 

But all in vain. Ere I my love declar'd, 


P 


With other youths her company I ſhar'd; 
But now ſhe ſhuns me, hopeleſs and forlorn, 
And pays my conſtant paſſion with her ſcorn. 


Bc, my pipe! the ſadly-ſoothing ſtrain, 


And bring the days of innocence again, 
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Well I remember, in the ſunny ſcene 

We ran, we play'd together on the green, 
Fair in our youth, and wanton in our play, 
We toy'd, we ſported the long ſummer” s day. 
For her I ſpoil'd the gardens of the Spring, 
And taught the goldfinch on her hand to ſing. 
We ſat and ſung beneath the lovers tree; 


One was her look, and it was fix'd on me. 


Brom, my pipe! a melancholy ſtrain. 

A holiday was kept on yonder plain; 

The ſeaſt was ſpread upon the flow'ry mead, 

And ſkilful Tayns1s tun'd his vocal reed; 

Each for the dance ſelects the nymph he loves, 
And every nymph with ſmiles her ſwain approves : 
The ſetting ſun beheld their mirthful glee, 

And left all happy in their love but me. 


Beoix; ; 
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Brom, my pipe l u foftty-mournful frkis. 
O.cruel nymph! O moſt unhappy ſwain ! 
To climb the ſteepy rock's tremendous height. 
And crop its herbage, is the goat's delight; 
The flow'ry thyme delights the humming bees, 
And blooming wilds the bleating lambkins pleaſe ; 
Daranis courts CHLOE under every tree: 


EUMEL1A! you alone have joys for me! 


Now ceaſe, my pipe ! now ceaſe the mouruful ſtrain. 
Lo, yonder comes EUMELI1A o'er the plain! 
Till ſhe approach, I'll lurk behind the ſhade, _ 
Then try with all my art the ſtubborn maid : 


Though to her lover cruel and unkind, 


Yet time may change the purpoſe of her mind.— 


But vain theſe pleaſing hopes! already, ſee, 
She hath obſery*d;7 and now ſhe flies from me! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 7 


THEN ceaſe, my pipe! the unavailing ſtrain. 
Arorro aids, the Nine inſpire in vain: 
You, cruel maid ! refuſe to lend an ear; 
No more I fing, fince you diſdain to hear. 
This pipe Aurxras gave, on which he play'd: 
ge thou its ſecond lord, the dying ſhepherd ſaid. 
No more I play—now filent let it be; 


Nor pipe, nor ſong, can e'er give joy to me. 
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DAMON, MENALCAS, AND MELIBOEUS : 
AN ECLOGUE. 


| DAMON. 
ILD from the ſhow'r, the morning's roſy light 
Unfolds the beauteous ſeafon to the fight : 
The landſcape riſes verdant on the view ; 
The little hills uplift their heads in dew ; 
The ſunny ſtream rejoices in the vale ; 
The woods with ſongs approaching Summer hail : 
The boy comes forth among the flow'rs to play ; 
His fair hair glitters in the yellow ray.— 
Shepherds, begin the ſong ! while, o'er the mead, 
| Your flocks at will on dewy paſtures feed. 
Behold fair nature, and begin the ſong ! 
The ſongs of nature to the ſwain belong. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 9 


Who equals Coxa's bard in ſilvan ſtrains, 
To him his harp an equal prize remains: 
His harp, which ſounds on all its facred ſtrings | 


*y 


he loves of hunters, and the wars of kings. 


MENALCAS.. 


Now fleecy clouds in clearer ſkies are ſeen ; 

he air is genial, and the earth is green: 

O'er hill and dale the flow'rs ſpontaneous ſpring 
And blackbirds figning now invite to fing.. 


ht 


MELIBOEUS.. 


Vo milky ſhowrs rejoice the ſpringing grain 3. 

| New. opening pea-blooms purple all the plain; 

WT hedges bloſſom white on every hand; 

ready harveſt ſeems to clothe the land. | 
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WHiTeE o'er the hill my ſnowy ſheep appear, 
Each with her lamb ; their ſhepherds name they bear. 


I love to lead them where the daifies ſpring, | \ 
And on the ſunny hill to fit and fing. 7 
MELIBOEUS. 


Mv fields are green with has with corn; 
My flocks the hills, and. herds the vales adorn. 
I teach the ſtream, I teach the vocal ſhore, 
And woods, to echa-that . I want no more.“ 


— 
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To me the bees their annual nectar yield ; 
Peace cheers my hut, and plenty clothes my field. 
I fear no loſs: I give to Ocean's wind 
All care away a monarch in my mind. 


MEL1302US 
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My mind is cheerful as the linnet's lays; 
ar. BW Heav'n daily hears a ſhepherd's ſimple praiſe. 
f What time J ſhear my Bock, I ſend a fleece 
To aged Mors, and ber orphan niece. 


MENALCAS, 


Lavinia, come! here primroſes upſpring; 
Here choirs of linnets, here yourſelf may ſing; 
Here meadows worthy of thy foot appear: 

O come, Lavrma! let us wander here! 


MELIBOEUS, 


RosELLA, come! here flow'rs the heath adorn ; 
Here ruddy roſes open on the thorn ; | 
Here willows by the brook a ſhadow give: 

O here, Rosx uA! let us love to le! 
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MENALCAS. 


LAvixIA's fairer than the ſlow'rs of May, 
— ruddy'in the nay's. 
For her my/flow'rs are in a garland. wove; 
And all my apples ripen for my love. 


MELIBOEUS> 


PRINCE of the wood, the oak majeſtic tow'rs; 
The lily, of the vale is queen of flows: 
Above the maids RosELLA's charms prevail, 
As oaks in woods, and lilies in the vale! 


'MENALCAS., 


Rx500xD, ye rocks? ye little hills, rejoice! = 
Aſſenting woods, te Heav'n uplift your voice! 
Let Spring and Summer enter hand in hand! 
Lavi comes I the glory of our land. 


1 1 
' "x 14 


- MELIBOEUS 


MELIBOEUS., 


WHENE'ER my love appears upon the plain, 

'To her the wond'ring ſhepherds tune the ſtrain: 

« Who comes in beauty like the vernal morn, 
When yellowrobesof light all heav'n and earth adorn.“ 


MENALCAS. 


RosELL&'s mine, by all the 0 above! 
Each ftar in heav'n is witneſs to our love. 
Among the lilies ſhe abides all day; 

Herſelf as lovely, and as ſweet as they. 


MELIBOEUS, 


By — Leaving feeds her fleecy care, 

And in the ſun-ſhine combs her yellow hair. 

Be thine the peace of Heav'n, unknown to kings! 
And o'er thee angels ſpread their guardian wings! 


MENALCAS.. 
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MENALCAS. 


I FOLLOW'D Nature, and was fond of praiſe ; 
Thrice noble Varo has approv'd my lays : 
If he approves, ſuperior to my peers, 
I join th* immortal choir, and fing to other years. 


MELIBOEUS. 


My miſtreſs is my muſe : the banks of Trux 
Reſound with Nature's mufic, and with mine. 
_ HELEN the fair, the beauty of our green, 
To me adjudg' d the prize, when choſen queen. 


— 


DAMON, 


Now ceaſe your ſongs : the flocks to ſhelter fly, 
And the high ſun has gain'd the middle ſky. 
To both alike the poet's bays belong; 
Chiefs of the choir, and maſters of the ſong. 


'Thus 
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Thus let your pipes contend, with rival ſtrife, 

To ſing the praiſes of the paſt' ral life: 

Sing Nature's ſcenes, with Nature's beauties fir d; 

Where poets dream'd, where prophets lay inſpir'd. 
Even CALEDONIAN queens have trod the meads, 

And ſcepter'd kings aſſum'd the ſhepherds weeds : 

TY angelic choirs, that guard the throne of Gop, 

io fat with ſhepherds on the humble ſod. 

With us renew'd the golden times remain, 

And long-loſt innocence is found again. 


2 
= 
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PASTORAL SONG. 
Te the tune of The Vellow-Hair'd Ladite. 


1. 
N May when the gowans appear on the green, 
And flow'rs in the fleld and the foreſt are ſcen ; 


Where lilies bloom'd bonny, and hawthorns upſprung, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie oft whiſtled and ſung. 


II. 

Bur neither the ſhades, nor the ſweets of the flow'rs One 
Nor the blackbirds that warbled on bloſſoming bow'rs 
Could pleaſure his eye, or his ear entertain; 


For love was his pleaſure, and love was his pain. 


III. | Vhen 

s Tur ſhepherd thus ſung ; while his flocks all around ut Pi 
Drew nearer and nearer, and figh'd to the found : f 
I Around 
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Around, as in chains, lay the beaſts of the wood, 
With pity diſarmed, with muſic ſubdu d. 


. 
YouxG Jess v is fair as the Spring's early flow'r, 
And Maar ſings ſweet as the bird in the bow'r :  / 
But PEGGY is fairer and ſweeter than they; 
With looks like the-moraing, with ſmiles like the day. - 


| V. - 
Ix the flow'r of her youth, in the bloom of eighteen; 
Df virtue the goddeſs, of beauty the queen: 
One hour in her preſence an æra excels HE) . 
mid courts, where ambition with miſery dwells. 


W - of 
Falk to the ſhepherd the new-ſpringing flow'rs, 
Vhen May and when morning lead on the gay hours : - 
ut PEGGY is brighter and fairer than they; 
he's fair as the morning, and lovely as May. 


1 


und 


C. | SWEET "© 
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VII: 

SWEET to the ſhepherd the wild woodland ſound, 
When larks fing above him, and lambs bleat around: 
But · Prox far ſweefer can ſpeak-and can-ings: 
Than the notes of the warblers that welcome the Spring. 


VII. 

Wu EX in beauty ſhe moves by the brook of the plain 
You would call her a VEx us new ſprung from the main: 
When ſhe fings, and the woods with their echoes reply, 
You would think that an angel was warbling on high. 


IX. | 

Vr powers that preſide over mortal eſtate ! 
Whoſe nod ruleth nature, whoſe pleaſure is fate! 
O grant me, O grant me the heav'n of her-charms! 
May I live'in her preſence, and die in her arms! me 


. WEIS ” ; { 0 * * x | voie 
1 


— 
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$6 L0G v1 
In ile manner of Q881AN- * 


| COME, my love! from thy echoing hill; thy 
locks on the mountain wind! 


Tax hill-top flames with ſetting light; the vale is 
bright with the beam of eve. Blithe on the village 
preen the maden milks her-cows. The boy ſhouts in 
the wood, and wonders who talks from the trees. But 
Echo talks from the trees, repeating his notes of joy. 
Where art thou, O Moana!.thou faireſt among We- 


men? I hear not the bleating of thy flock, nor thy | 

voice in the wind of the hill. Here is the field of our | 

loves; .now is the hour of thy promiſe. See, frequent 
5 from 
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from the harveſt-field the reapers eye the ferting fun 
but thou appeareſt not on the plain.— 
| Pi oh 41 Tio git i 2 

__  DavGHTERs of the bow! ſaw ye my love, with 
her little ſlock tripping before her % Saw ye her, fair 
moving over the heath, and. waving: ber locks behind 
like the yMow ſancbeams of evening 


n 


' 


Con from the hill of clouds, fair dweller of woody 


 *Lvmon! 


+ T'was a bey when I vent · to L. uu ou lovely vale 
Sporting among the willows of the brock, T-ſaw the 
daughters of the plain. Fair were their faces of youth; 
but mine eye was fixed on "Monna. Red was be 
cheex; and fair her hair. Her hand was white as the N ©: 
My. + Mild was the beam of her blue eye, and lore (th 
-#6 the laſt {mile of the fun, Her eye met mine i 


— | ſilence. 
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 flenee.. Sweet were pur words together in ſecret. 
J little knew What meant the heavings of my boſom, 
and the wild wiſh of my heart. I often looked back 
upon Lonon's vale, and bleſt the fair dwelling of 
MoxxwA. Her name dwelt- ever onamy lip. She came 
to my dream by night. Thou didit come in thy beau- 
ty, O maid! lovely as the ghoſt of MALVINA, when, 
clad with the robes of heaven, ſhe came to the vale 
of the Moon, to viſit the aged eyes of Os81ax king 
of harps. : 


i Come from the cloud ef night, thou: firſt of our 


maidens! me oo bs es $437 a1 $1 ere mt rf 
Tux wind is down; the ſky: is clear: red is the 
cloud of evening, In ciroles the bat wheels over head 
the boy purſues his flight, The farmer hails the ſigns 
ol heaven, the promiſe of halcyon days: Joy brightens 
in 


4 


in his eyes. O Mora, firſt of maidens! thou art the 
joy of Sar ox! thou art his one deſire! I wait thy 
coming on the field.” Mine eye is over all the plan 
One echo ſpreads on every ſide. ; It is the ſhout of the 
ſhepherds folding their flocks.” They call to their com- 
panions, each on his echoing hill. From the red cloud 
riſes the evening ſtar But who comes yonder in light, 
like the Mooff the queen of heaven? It is ſhe ! the 
ſtar of ſtars? the lovely light of Luo! Welcome, 
fair beam of beauty, for ever to ſhine in our vallies! 


e 


I cou from the hill of clouds. 'Among 'the green 
ruſhes of BaLva's bank, I follow the ſteps of my be 
loved. The foal in the meadow *frolics round thc 
mare : his bright mane {dances on the mountain wind. 


The leverets play among the green ferns; fearleſs d 5 
the hunter's horn, and of the bounding greyhound our 


21 Ide 
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— a row 03 enge 
yoice of my love? It was the gale that ſports with 
the whirling leaf, and fighs in the reeds of the- lake; 
Bleſſed be the voice of winds that brings my SALGar 
to mind. O $aLvGar! youth-of the rolling eye! thou 
art the love of maidens! Thy face is a- ſun to thy 
friends: thy words are ſweet as a ſong : thy ſteps are 
ſtately on thy hill: thou art comely in the brightneſs | 
of youth; like the Moon, when ſhe puts off her dun 
robe in the ſky, and brightens the face of night. The 
clouds rejoice on either fide: the traveller in the nar» 
row path beholds her, round,' in her beauty moving 
through the midſt of heaven. Thou art fair, O youth 
of the rolling eye! thou waſt the love of my youth. | 


SALGAR. 


Fan wanderer of evening ! pleaſant be thy reſt on 
our plains, I was gathering nuts in the wood for my 


Ty © a - love, 


e 


10 Fonds ON: 1/1 

love, and the days of our youth returned to mind; 

when we played together on the green, and flew over 
| the geld with feet of wind, 1 tamed the blackbird for 
my love, and taught it to ſing in her hand. L climbed 
ne all in the · cliff of the rock, and braught you the 
doves of the wood. 


MORNA. 


Ir is the voice of my beloved! Let me behold him 
from the wood-covered vale, as he ings of the times 

of old, and complains to the voice of the rock. Plea 
fant were the days of our youth, like the fongy of other 


years. Often have we. ſat on the old grey ſtone, and hea 
filet marked the ſtars, as one by one they ſtole into for 
the ſky. One was our vm by day, and one our his 
dream by nicht. fun; 

car 4: 1 ſing 


SATA. 
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SALGAR. 


I FOUND an apple-tree in the wood. I planted it in 
my garden. Thine eye beheld it all in flower. For 
every bloom we marked, I count an apple of gold. 
To-morrow I will pull the fruit for you. O come, 
my beſt beloved ! 


MORNA. 
WHEx the goſſamour melts in the air, and the furze 
crackles in the beam of noon, O come to Cong's ſun- 
ny fide, and let thy flocks wander in our vallies. The 
heath is in flower. One tree 1iſes in the midſt. Sweet 
flows the river by its fide of age. The wild bee hides 
his honey at its root. Our words wil be ſweet on the 
funny hill, Tin grey evening ' ſhadow the plain, I wilt 
ſing to my well-beloved. 


er 


S 


vi 
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DAF HN 15S: 
A MoN ODT. 


F 


To the memory of a young Boy of great parts. 


| I. 

N? more of youthful joys or love's fond dreams, 4 

No more of morning fairs or er wg mild, ® 
While Daruxts lies among the ſilent dead 

Unſung; tho? long ago he trode the path, ? "7 

The dreary road of death— OO a 

Which ſoqn or late each human foot _ _ If 

He trode, the dark uncomfortable wild | 

By Faith's pure light, by Hope's heav'n-op'ning beam; 

By Love, whole mage gladcens mortal eyes, c 

And keeps the golden key th t opens all the ſkies. Tre 


As815T 
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II. 


Assist, ye Mufes !—and ye will afſiſt 3 
For DayiN1s, whom TI ſing, to you was dear: 
Yelov'd the boy, and on his youthful head 
Your kindeſt influence ſhed.— 
So may I match his lays, who to the lyre 
Wail'd his loſt Lycipas by wood and rill: - 


So may the Muſe my grov'ling mind inſpire 

To ſing a farewell to thy aſhes bleſt ; 

To bid fair peace be to thy gentle ſhade; 

To ſcatter flow'rets, cropt by Fancy's hand, 

In ſad aſſemblage round thy tomb, 

if water'd by the Muſe, to lateſt time to bloom. 


92 | 
Ms £ III. ö 1 


66— 


Orr by the fide of Lev tN's cryſtal lake, | 
Treinbling beneath the cloſing lids of light, 
1875 | D 2 With - 
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With ſlow ſhort-meaſur'd ſteps we took our walk: 
Then ha would talk 

Of argument far, far above his years; 

Then he would reaſon high, . 

Till from the eaſt the ſilver queen of night 

Her journey up heav'n's ſteep began to make, 
And Silence reign'd attentive in the ſky. | 


IV. 


O na days !—for ever, ever gone! 


When o'er the flow'ry green we ran, we play'd 


With blooms bedropt by youthful Summer's hand; 


Or, in the willow-ſhade, | | 

we mimic caſtles built among the ſand, 

Soon by the ſounding ſurge to be beat down, 
Or ſweeping winds ; when, by the ſedgy marſh, 
We heard the. heron and the wild duck harſh, 


And 
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And ſweeter lark tune his melodious lay, 
At higheſt noon of day. 8 
Among the antic moſs-grown ſtones we'd xoam, 
With antient hieroglyphic figures grac d; 
Wing'd hour-glaſſes, bones, and ſkulls, and ſpades, 
And obſolete inſcriptions by the hands 
Of other ages. Ah! I little thought 

That we then play'd o'er his untimely tomb! 


WHERE were ye, Muſes ! when the leaden hand | 
Of Death, remorſeleſs, clog'd your Paruxis eyes? 
For ſure ye heard the weeping mother 8 cries - 
But the dread pow'r of Fate what can withſtandꝰ 
Young Daeanas.ſmil'd at death; the tyrant's darts 
As ſtubble counted. What was his ſupport? 
lis conſcience, and firm truſt in * whoſe ways 
Are truth; in Him who ſways 

' | His 
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His potent ſceptre o'er the dark domains 


Of death and hell; who holds in ftrait*ned reins 1 

Their banded legions : * Thro? the darkſome vale 

« He'll guide my trembling ſteps with heav'nly ray; 

I lee the dawning of immortal day,” ⸗- 

He ſmiling ſaid, and died !== 7 
TE) +38 A 
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Hail, and farewell, bleſt youth] Soon haſt thou leſt 
This evil world. Fair was thy thread of life 
But quickly by the envious Siſters ſhorn.” 
Thus have I ſeen a roſe with riſing morn 2 
Unfold its glowing bloom, ſweet to the ſtnell, 
And lovely to the eye; when a keen wind * 
Hath tore its bluſhing leaves, and laid it low, 
Stripp'd of its ſweets—Ah ! fo, 
So Dar RHxis fell long ere his prime he fell ! 
Nor left he on theſe plains his peer behmd 


"Thel 
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Theſe plains, that mourn their loſs, of him bereſt, 
No more look gay, but deſart and forlorn. 
VII. 
Now cenſe your lamentations, ſhepherds ! ceaſe : 
Tho! Dp hx is died below, he lives above; 
A better life, and in a fairer elime, 
He lives. No ſorrow enters that bleſt place; 
But ceaſeleſs ſongs of love and joy reſound ; 
And fragrance floats around, 
By fanning zephyrs from the ſpicy groves, 
And flow'rs immortal wafted; aſphodel 
And amaranth, unfading, deck the ground, 
With fairer colours than, ere Apa fell, 
In EDEN bloom'd. There hap'ly he may hear 
This artleſs ſong. Ye pow'rs of verſe ! improve, 
And make it worthy of your darling's ear, 
Ard make it equal to the ſhepherd's love. 


hel 4 | Tavs, 


ir . 


Tuvs, in the ſhadow of a frowning rock, | 
Beneath a mountain's fide, maggy and hoar, 


A homely ſwain, tending his little flock, - 
Rude, yet a lover of the Mae's lore, 

| Chanted his Doric ſtrain tilt elole f day; 
Then roſe, and home ward lowly bent his way. 


— * 


2 
. 
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SIR JAMES THE ROSS: 


AN HISTORICAL BALLAD. 


$ F all the Scottiſſi northern chiefs 
Of high and mighty name, 
The braveſt was Sir James the Ross. 
A knight of meikle fame. 


is growth was like a youthful all, 
That crowns the mountain's brow ; 
ad, waving o'er his ſhoulders broad, 
His locks of yellow flew. 


Vide were his fields; his herds were large : 
And large his flocks of ſheep 
nd num'rous were his goats and deer 
Upon the mountains ſteep. 
RE 7 The 
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The chieftain of the good Clan tn 
A firm and warlike band : 

Five hundred warriors drew the ſword 
Beneath his high command. 


In bloody fight thrice had he ſtood - 
Againſt the Engliſh keen, 
Ere two and twenty op'ning {ſprings =, ,, 


The blooming youth had ſeen. 


The fair MaT1LDA dear he lov'd, 
A maid of beauty rare; 
Even MAarc*RET on the Scottiſh throne 1 


Was never half ſo fair. 


Long had he woo'd ; long ſhe refusd 
With ſeeming ſcorn and pride; 
Yet oft her eyes confeſs'd the love 


Her fearful words dend. 
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At length ſhe bleſs'd his well ryd love, 
Allow'd his tender claim: 

She vow'd to him her virgin heart, 

And own'd an equal flame. 


Her father, Buca an's cruel lord, 
Their paſſion diſapprov'd: 

He bade her wed Sir Jonx the GRAEME, 
And leave the youth ſhe lov'd.—— 


One night they met, as they were wont, 
Deep in a ſhady wood 5. 

Where on the bank, beſide tlie burn, 
A blooming ſaugh-tree ſtood. | 


Conceal'd among the underwood 

The crafty DoxaLD lay; 

The brother of Sir Joan the Gaak ur, 

To watch what they might fay. 
E 2 
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When thus the mail began: My fire 
Our paſſion diſapproves ; | 

« He bids me wed Sir Joxs the Grarne, . 
« So here muſt end our loves. 


« My father's will muſt be obey'd, 
_ « Nought boots me to withſtand : 
Some fairer maid in beauty's Bloom 
„ Shall bleſs thee with her hand. 


* Soon will MaT1LDa be forgot, 
« And from thy mind effac'd ; 
« But may that happineſs be thine, 


6 Which I can never taſte 08 


« What do I hear? Ts this thy vow ?* - 
Sir JAnzs the Ross reply'd: 

« And will Marita wed the GrAtnr, 
« Tho? ſworn to be my bride? 
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« His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my heart, 
« Than reave me of thy charms — 

And claſp'd her to his throbbing breaſt, 
Faſt lock'd within her arms. 


« I ſpoke to try thy love, ſhe faid ; 
« I'll ne'er wed man but thee : 

« The grave ſhall be my bridal bed, 
« If GRAEME my hufband be. | 


« Take then, dear youth! this faithful kiſs, 
In witneſs of my troth; 


And every plague become my lot 
That day I break my oath,” —— 


They parted thus—the ſun was ſet : 
Up haſty DoxALD flies; 

Ard, « Turn thee, turn thee, beardleſs youth !” 
He loud inſulting cxies. | 


Soon 
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When thus the maid began: My fire 


« Our paſſion diſapproves ; 
« He bids me wed Sir Johx the Gxarnr, . 
go here muſt end our loves. © 


* My father's will muſt be obey'd; - 

_ « Nought boots me to withſtand : 
« Some fairer maid in beauty's Bloom 
“ Shall bleſs thee with her hand. 


* Soon will MAT1LDa be forgot, 
« And from thy mind effac'd ; 

« But may that happineſs be thine, 
« Which I can never taſte l 


« What do I hear? Is this thy vow ?* - 
Sir Ius the Ross reply'd: 
« And will MaTrLDa wed the Grate, | 
« Tho ſworn to be my bride "== 
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« His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my heart, 
« Than reave me of thy charms — 

And claſp'd her to his throbbing breaſt, 
Faſt lock'd within her arms. 


« I ſpoke to try thy love,” ſhe ſaid; 
Rs PII ne' er wed man but thee : 
The grave ſhall be my bridal bed, 

« If GRAEME my hufband be. | 


„Take then, dear youth! this faithful kiſs, 
In witneſs of my troth; 

And every plague become my lot 
« That day I break my oath,” —— 


They parted thus—the ſun was ſet : 
Up haſty Dox Al h flies; 

And, © Turn thee, turn thee, beardleſs youth l' 
He loud infulting cries. | _ Ni 
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Soon turn'd about the fearleſs chief, 
And ſoon his ſword he drew; | 
For Dox AlL p's blade before his breaſt: 
Had pierc'd his tartans throꝰ. 


« This for my brother's lighted love; 

« His wrongs ſit on my arm.“ 
Three paces back the youth retir d, 
| And ſav'd himſelf from harm. 


Returning ſift, his ſword he rear'd 
Fierce DoxAaLD's head above; 

And thro” the brain and craſhing bone. 
The furious weapon drove.. 


| Life iſſu'd at the wound; he fell, 


A lump of lifeleſs clay: 
« So fall my foes,” quoth valiant Ros s, 
And ſtately ſtrode away. 


4 
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Turo the green wood in hafte he paſs'd 
Unto Lord Bucnan's hal; 
Beneath MAaT1LD4's windows ſtood, 
And thus on her did call: 


«* Art thou aſleep, MAT1LDA fair! 

% Awake, my love! awake: 

„ Behold thy lover waits without, 
“A long farewell to take. 


« For I have flain fierce Dox AL D GRAEME, 
« His blood is on my ſword : 

* And far, far diſtant are my men, 

Nor can defend their lord. | 


% 


* To SKYE I will direct my flight, 
“Where my brave brothers bide ; 
« And raiſe the mighty of the Iſles 


To combat on my fide,” ' 
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« O do not ſo,” the maid reply d. 
« With me till morning kay; | 

« For dark and dreary is the night, 
&« And dang'rous is the way. 


« All night I'll watch thee in the park; 
« My faithful page Tu nd, 

« In haſte to raiſe the brave Clan Ros, 
« Their maſter to defend.” 


He laid him down beneath a buſh, 
And wrap'd him in his plaid ; _ 

While, trembling for her loyer's fate, 
At diſtance ſtood the maid.—— 


Swift ran the page o'er hill and dale; 
Till, in a lowly glen, 
He met the furious Sir JOHN GRAEME, 
With twenty of his men. Mags | 
23 
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« Where goeſt thou, little page?“ he ſaid, 
« 80 late who did thee ſend? 


« I go to raiſe the brave Clan Ross, 


« Their maſter to defend. 


% For he has ſlain fierce DONALD GRAEME, 
His blood is on his ſword ; 

And far, far diſtant are his men, 

Nor can aſſiſt their lord. 


*« And has he ſlain my brother dear?“ 
The furious chief replies: 
Piſhonour blaſt my name, but he 


y me ere morning dies. 


day, page! where is Sir Jans the Ross? 
© I will thee well reward.“ 
He ſleeps into Lord Buchax's park; 
© MAT1LDA is his guard 
F 
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They ſpurr'd their ſteeds, and furious flew, 
Like light*ning, o'er the lea: 

They reach'd Lord BuCHAN's lofty tow'rs 
By dawning of the day. . 


MaT1LDA ſtood without the gate 
Upon a riſing ground, 

And watch'd each object in the dawn, 
All ear to every ſound, 


« Where ſleeps the Ross?“ began the GRA EM, 
Or has the felon fled ? | 

« This hand ſhall lay the wretch on earth = 
„ By whom 1 brother bled. 


And now the valiant knight awoke, 
The virgin ſhrieking heard : | 
Straight up he roſe, and drew his ſword, 
When the fierce band appear'd. 
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« Your ſword laſt night my brother ſlew, 
« His blood yet dims its ſhine; "7? 
« And, ere the fun ſhall gild the morn, | 
« Your blood ſhall reck on mine.” 


« Your words are brave, the chief return'd ; 
But deeds approve the man: 

« Set by your men, and hand to hand 

« We'll try what valour can.” 


Fd 


Wich dauntleſs ſtep he forward ſtrode, 

And dar'd him to the fight : 

The GRAEME gave back, and fear'd his arm, 
For well he knew his might. 


Four of his men, the braveſt four, 

Sunk down beneath his fword ; -* 

Put fi! he ſcorn'd the poor revenge, 
And ſougt: their haughty lord. 

* F 2 
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Behind him baſely came the GRAEME,, 
And pierc'd him in the dec... 

Out ſpouting came the purple ſtream,, 
And all his tartans dy' d. 


But yet his hand not dropp'8 the ſword,, 
Nor ſunk he to the ground, 

Till thro? his en*my's heart his ſteel 
Had forc'd a mortal wound. 


GRAEME, like a tree by winds o'erthrown,, 
Fell breathleſs on the clay ; 
And down beſide him ſunk the Ross, 
And faint and-dying lay. 


Marina ſaw, and faſt ſhe na 
« O ſpare his life,” ſhe cry d;. 
Lord Bucaan's daughter begs his life, 
Let her not be deny'd.”? 
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Her well-known voice the hero heard; 
He rais'd his death-clos'd eyes; 

He fix'd them on the weeping maid, 
And weakly thus replies: 


« In vain MATILDA begs a life 
_ « By death's arreſt deny d; , 
My race is run—adieu, my love!? 


Then clos'd his eyes, and dy'd. 


The ſword, yet warm, from his left ſide, 
With frantic hand ſhe drew : 
* I come, Sir JamEs the Ross,“ ſhe cry'd, 


« I come to follow you.” 


The hilt ſhe lean'd againſt the ground, 
And bar'd her ſnowy breaſt ; 

Then fell upon her lovers face, | 
And ſunk to endleſs reſt. 


VERNAL ODE. 


EE! ſee! the genial Spring again 


Unbind the glebe and paint the plain. 
The garden blooms : the tulips gay 

For thee put on their beſt 0 3 

And ev'ry flower ſo richly dight 

In ſpangled robes of varying light. 


From noiſy towns and noxious fky, 
Hither, AMEL14! haſte and fly. 
View theſe gay ſcenes ; their ſweets inhale: 
Health breathes in ev'ry balmy gale: 
Nao FRO requrning ſtorm 
The vernal ſealy may deform. * 
For hark! I hear the ſwallows ſing, 


Who ne'er uncertain tidings bring: 
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They with glad voice proclaim on high, 
The Spring is come, the Summer's nigh!“ 
Sweet bird! what ſacred love is thine, 
The change of ſeaſons to divine? 

Thou counteſt no revolving day 

By ſolar or ſidereal ray: 

No clock kaſt thou, with buſy chime 
To tell the filent lapſe of time— 

To call thee from thy drowſy cell. 

'Tis Heay'n that rings thy matin bell. 
Strait all the chatt'ring tribe obey ; 


Start from their trance, and wing away 
To their low d ſummer ſeats repair; | 
And ev'ry pinion floats on air. : 
fu, *. 10 Hl; 4 | 
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FN FOUNTAIN of the wood! whoſe glaſſy ware, 
Slow-welling from the-rock of years, 


Holds to heav'n a mirror blue, 
And bright as AxxA's eye, 


With whom I've ſported on the margin green: 
My hand with leaves, with lillies white, 
Gaily deck'd her golden hair, | 
Young Naiad of the vale. 


Fount of my native wood! thy murmurs grect 


| My ear, like poet's heav'nly ſtrain : 1 
Fancy pictures in a dream Pl 


The golden days of youth. | | 
| l 4 
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O ſtate of innocence ! O paradiſe ! 
In Hope's gay garden, Fancy views 
Golden bloſſoms, golden freits, 
And Epxx ever green. 


Where now, n 
Ye brothers of my boſom! where 
Do ye tread the walks of life, 

Wide ſcatter'd o'er the world? 


Thus winged larks forlake their native neſt, 
The merry miriferels of the morn : 
New to heav'n they mount away, 


And meet again no more. 


| things decay the foreſt like the leaf; 
Great kingdoms fall ; the pevpled globe, 
Planet-ſtruck, ſhall paſh an away ; 
Heav'ns with their hofts expire: 
0 8 But 
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But Hope's fair viſions, and the beams of Joy, 
Shall cheer my boſom: I will ng 
Nature's beauty, Nature's birth, 
And heroes, on the lyre., 


ve Naiads! blue-ey'd ſiſters of the wood! 
Who by old oak, or ſtory'd ſtream, 
Nightly tread your myſtic maze, * 
And charm the wand*ring Moon, 


Beheld by poet's eye; inſpire my dreams 
With viſions, like the landſcapes fair 
Of heav'n's bliſs, to dying ſaints | 


- 


By guardian angels drawn. 
Fount of the foreſt! in thy poet's lays e 
Thy waves ſhall flow : this wreath of flow'rs, Wi 
_ Gather'd by Anna's hand, To- 
I aſk to bind my brow. To4 


DAN 


HE great, the glorious deed is done 
| The foe is fled ! the field is won! 
Prepare the feaſt ;. the heroes call: 

Let joy, let triumph fill the hall! 


The raven claps his ſable wings; 
The bard his choſen timbrel brings; 
Six virgins round, a ſelect choir, 
ding to the muſic of his hre. 


With mighty ale the goblet crown ; 
With mighty ale your ſorrows drown : 
Today, to mirth and joy we yield; 
To-morrow, face the bloody field. 
16H 62 
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From danger*s front, at battle's eve, 
Sweet comes the banquet to the brave: 
Joy ſhines with genial beam on alt, 
The joy that dwells in Opin's hall. 


The ſong burfts living from the tyre, 
Like dreams that guardian ghoſts infpire ; 
When mimic ſhrieks the heroes hear, 

And whirl the viſionary ſpear. 


Muſic's the med'cine of the mind; 
The cloud of Care give to the wind: 
Be ev'ry brow with garlands bound? 
And let the cup of Joy go round. 


The cloud comes Oer the beam of light; 
We're gueſts that tarry but a night : 
In the dark houſe, together preſs'd, 
The princes and the people reſt. 
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Send round the ſhell, the feaſt prolong, 
And ſend away the night in ſong : 
Be bleſt below, as thoſe above 
With Opix's and the friends they love. 


FE 


DANISH 
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DANISH ODE. 


N deeds of arms, our fathers riſe 
I Illuftrious in their offspring's eyes : 
They fearleſs ruſh'd thro? Ocean's ſtorms, 
And dar'd grim Death in all its forms: 
Each youth aſſum'd the ſword and ſhield, 
And grew a hero in the field. 


Shall we,. degenerate from our race;. 


Inglorious, in the mountain chace ? 


Arm, arm in fallen HuBBA's right; : 
Place your forefathers in your fight; Thi 
To fame, to glory fight your way, To 


And teach the nations to obey... 
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Aſſume the oars, unbind the ſails: 
Send, Opin ! ſend propitious gales. 
At Lopa's ſtone, we will adore 
Thy name with ſongs, upon the ſhore; 
And, full of thee, undaunted dare 
The foe, and dart the bolts of war. 


No feaſt of ſhells, no dance by night, 
Are glorious Obix's dear delight: 
He, king of men, his armies led 
Where heroes ſtrove, where battles bled ; 
Now reigns above the morning ſtar, 
The god of thunder and of war. 


Bleſs'd who in battle bravely fall! 
They mount on wings to Opix's hall; 
To Muſic's ſound, in cups of gold, 
They drink new wine with chiefs of old ; 
3 


The ſong of bards records their name, 
And future times ſhall ſpeak their fame. 


Hark! Opin thunders! haſte on board; 
Illuſtrious CANUTE ! give the word. 
On wings of wind we paſs the ſeas, 
To conquer realms, if Opin pleaſe : 
With Opix's ſpirit in our ſoul, 
We'll gain the globe from pole to pole. 


* 


* ſ 


 ANACREONTIC: 
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ANACREONTIC: 


TO A WASP. 


» 


The following is a ludicrous imitation of the uſual Anacreontics 3 
the ſpirit of compoſing which was raging, @ few years ago, 
emong all the ſweet fingers of GREAT BRITAIN. 


Fg 


GED wand'rer of the ſky! 

Inhabitant of heav'n high! 
Preadful with thy dragon-tail, 
Hydra-head, .and coat of mail ! 
Why doſt thou my peace moleſt ? 
Why doſt thou diſturb my reſt 
When in May the meads are ſeen, 
Sweet enamel! white and green; 

u And 
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And the gardens, and the bow'rs, 
And the foreſts, and the flow'rs, 
Don their robes of curious dye; 
Fine confuſion to the eye! 

Did I — chaſe thee in thy flight ? 
Did I — put thee in a fright ? 
Did 1 — ſpoil thy treaſure hid? _ 
Never—never—never—did. 
Envious nothing ! pray beware 
Tempt mine anger if you dare. 
Truſt not in thy ftrength of wing; 
Truft not in thy length of fting. 
Heav'n nor earth ſhall thee defend; 
by thy buzzing ſoon will end. 

Take my counſel while you may 


Devil take you if you ſtay. | 
WARN eee ER 
Thus, I fell thee to the ground. | 
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Down amongſt the dead men, now, 
Thou ſhalt forget thou ere waſt thou,» .. 
Anacreontic bards beneath, 

Thus ſball wail thee after death. 
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« A WasP, for a wonder, | 0 

« To paradiſe under 

« Deſcends! See, he wanders 

« By STYx's meanders ! 

« Behold, how he glows 

« Amidſt Rnoporz's ſnows 

« He ſweats, in a trice, 

In the regions of ice! 

« Lo! he cools, by God's ire, 

« Amidſt brimſtone and fire! | 
| 5 1 
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* A-conqueſt both hard and laborious ! 


“ Yet his ſting and kis wing were victorious 7 ” 
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« He goes to our king, 

„ And he ſhows him his Ring. 
« (God PLuTo loves ſatire, 

% As women love attire ;) 

« Our king ſets him free, 4 
« Like fam'd ann, 
« Thus a wafp could prevail 
« Ofer the Devil and hell, 


' 
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« And the Devil did confound him, 


N 


III 
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TEL WUS Tan 


A MINOR EPIC POEM. 


A Fragment. 
In the manner of HOMER. 


N ancient times, ere traps were fram'd, 
Or cats in Bz1Tain's Iſle were known; 
A mouſe, for pow'r and valour fam'd, 
Poſſeſs'd in peace the regal throne. 


A farmer's houſe he nightly ſtorm'd ; - 
(In vain were bolts, in vain were keys :) 

The milk's fair ſurface he deform'd, 
And digg'd entrenchments in the cheeſe, 


In 


In vain the farmer wateb' by nicht, 
In vain he ſpread the poiſon'd bacon ; 
The mouſe was wile, * well as wight, 
Nor could by force or fraud be taken... 


- His ſubjects follow'd where he led, 
And dealt deſtruction all around; 
His people, ſhepherd-like, he fed: 
Such miles are rarely to be found 


But evil fortune had decreed 
(The foe of mice as well as men) 
The royal mouſe at laſt ſhould bleed 3 
Should fall—ne'er to ariſe again. 


Upon a night, as authors ſay, 
A luckleſs ſcent our hero drew, 
Upon forbidden ground to ſtray, 


And paſs a. narrow cranny thro'.-. 
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That night a feaſt the farmer made, 
And joy unbounded fill'd the houſe ; 

The fragments in the pantry ſpread - 
Afforded bus'neſs to the mouſe. 


He ate his fill, and back again 
 Return'd : but acceſs was deny'd. 
He ſearch'd each corner; but in vain: 


He found it cloſe on ev ry fide. 


Let none our hero's fears deride; 

He roar'd, (ten mice of modern days, 
As mice are dwindled and decay'd, 
So great a voice could ſcarcely raiſe.) 


Rous'd at the voice, the farmer ran, 
And ſeiz d upon his hapleſs prey. 

With entreaties the mouſe began, 
And pray'rs, his anger to allay. 
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« O ſpare my life! he trembling cries: 
« My ſubjects will a ranſom give, 

Large as thy wiſhes can deviſe z 
Soon as it ſhall be heard I live.” 


« No, wretch !” the farmer ſays in wrath; 
« Thou dy'ſt: no ranſom I'll receive. 

< My ſubjects will revenge my death, 
He ſaid: „ This dying charge I leave.” 


The farmer lifts his armed hand, ; 
And on the mouſe inflicts an wound. 
What mouſe could ſuch a blow withſtand ? 


He fell, and dying bit the ground. 


Thus LamBz1s fell, who flouriſh'd long; 
+ (I half forgot to tell his name ;) 
But his renown lives 4n the ſong, 
And future times ſhall ſpeak his fame. 


* 1 . 
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A mouſe, who walk'd about at large 
In ſafety, heard his mournful cries; 

He heard him give his dying charge, 
And to the reſt he frantic flies. 


Thrice he eſſay'd to ſpeak, and thrice 
Tears, ſuch as mice may ſhed, fell down: | 
« Revenge your monarch's death,” he cries; | I 


His voice half-ſtif'd with a groan. 


But beving e his ſenſes, 
And reaſon, ſach as mice may have; 
He told out all the circutnſtances, 
With many a ſtrain and brbken heave. 


hill'd with ſad grief th' aſſembly heard; 

Each dropp'd a tear, and bow'd the bead: 
But ſymptoms ſoon of *. appear'd, | | 
And vengeance, for the royal dead. 8 5 N 
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Long ſat they mute: at laſt up roſe 
The great Hy EN OR, blameleſs ſage! 


A hero born to many woes ; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age 


' His bulk ſo large, his joints ſo ſtrong, 
2 Though worn with grief, and paſt his prime, 
Few rats could equal him, tis ſung, | 

As rats are in theſe dregs of time. 


Two ſons, in battle brave, he had, 
Sprung from fair LALAGE's embrace: 
Short time they grac'd his nuptial bed, 
By dogs deſtroy'd in cruel chace. 


Their timeleſs fate the mother wail'd, 
And pin'd with heart-corroding grief: 

| Ober ev'ry comfort it prevail'd, 

"Till death advancing brought relief. 


Th. 


Now he's the laft of all his race, 
A prey to wo: he inly pin'd : 
Grief pitur'd ſat upon his face; 
Upon his breaſt his head reclin'd. . 


And, “O my fellow- mice!“ he ſaid, 


« Theſe eyes neꝰ er ſaw a day fo dire, 
« Save when my gallant children bled : 
« O wretched ſons! O wretched fire! 


gut now a'gen'ral cauſe demands 

„Our grief, and claims our tears alone; 
„Our monarch, ſlain by wicked hands: 

« No ie left to fill the throne. 


* Yet, tho' by hoſtile man much wrong'd, , 
* My counſel is, from arms forbear, 
® That ſo your days may be prolong'd 


For man is Heav'n's peculiar care 
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H IL, native land! where, on the flow'ry banks 
Of LEven, Beauty ever-blooming dwells. 

A wreath of rofes, dropping with the dews 
Of morning, circles her ambrofial locks 
Looſe-waving o'er her ſhoulders: where ſhe treads, 
Attendant on her ſteps, the bluſhing Spring 
And Summer wait, to raife the various flow'rs 
Beneath her footſteps; while the cheerful birds 
Carol their joy, and hail her-as ſhe comes, 

Inſpiring vernal love and vernal joy. 


ATTEND 
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ATTEND, AGRICOLA! who to the noiſe 

of public life preferr*ft the calmer ſcenes 

Of ſolitude, and ſweet domeſtic bliſs, 

Joys all thine own! attend thy poet's ſtrain, 

Who triumphs in thy friendſhip, while he paints 

The paſt'ral mountains, the poetic renne, 

Where raptur'd Contemplation leads thy walk, 

ky While filent Evening on the plain deſcends. p 


BETWEEN two mountains, whoſe o'erwhelming tops, 
In their ſwift courſe, arreſt the bellying clouds, 
A pleaſant valley lies. - Upon the ſouth 
A narrow op'ning parts the craggy hills; 
Through which the lake, that beautifies the vale,. 
Pours out its ample waters. Spreading on, 
And wid'ning by degrees, it ſtretches north 
To the high OcuEx, from whoſe ſnowy top . 
The ſtreams that feed the lake flow thund'ring down. 


x0; | 'THE 
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THE twilight trembles o'er the miſty hills, 
Trinkling with dews: and whilſt the bird of day 
Tunes his ctherial note, and wakes the wood —- 
Bright from the crimſon curtains of the morn, 

The Sun, appearing in his glory, throws | 
New robes of. beauty over heay'n and earth... 

O xow, while Nature ſmiles in all her works, 
Oft let me trace thy cowſlip-cover'd banks, 
| OLEven! and the landſcape meaſure round. 

From gay KIx ROSS, whoſe ſtately tufted groves - 
Nod o'er the lake, tranſported let mine eye. 
Wander o'er all the various checquer'd ſcene, | 

Of wilds, and fertile fields, and glitt'ring ſtreams, , 
To ruin'd Ann or; or aſcend the height 


Of rocky LoMOND, where a riv'let pure 


Burſts from the ground, and thro? the crumbled crags 


Tinkles amuſive. From the mountain's top, 


i | k Around 
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Around me ſpread, I ſee the goodly ſcene. 
Incloſures green, that promiſe to the ſwain we. | i 


- The future harveſt z many-colour'd meads ; 
Irriguous vales, where cattle low; and ſheep, 
That whiten half tie hills; ſweet rural farms 
Oft interſpers'd, the ſeats of paſt'ral love | . 
And innocence : with many a ſpiry dome \ 
Sacred to heav'n, EOS whoſe hallow'd walls 
Our fathers ſlumber in the narrow houſe. | = 
Gay, beauteous villas, boſom'd in the woods, | 
Like conſtellations in the ſtarry ſky, 
Complete the ſcene. The vales, the vocal hills, 7 
The woods, the waters, and the heart of man, 
Send out a gen' ral ſong : tis beauty all | ; 


To poet's eye, and muſic to his ear. 
| 21 | E 4 
Nox is the ſhepherd ſilent on his hill, 
His flocks around: nor ſchool-boys, as they creep, 


$low-pac'd, 
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Slow-pac'd, tow'rds ſchool ; intent, with oaten pipe 
They wake by turns wild muſic on the way. 


BEHOLD the man of ſorrows hail the light ! 

New riſen from the bed of pain ; where late, 
Toſs'd to and fro upon a couch of thorns, 

He wak'd the long dark night, and wiſh'd for morn. 
'Soon as he feels the quick*ning beam of heav'n, 
And balmy breath of May, among the fields 
And flow'rs he takes his morning walk : his heart 
Beats with new life; his eye is bright and blithe; 
Health ſtrews her roſes o'er his cheek, renew'd 
In youth and beauty ; his unbidden tongue 
Pours native harmony, and ſings to Heav'n. | 


In aticient times, as ancient bards have ſung, 
This was a foreſt. Here the mountain-oak 

Hung o'er the craggy cliff, while from its tap 
n The 
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The eagle mark'd his prey; the ſtately. aſh 

Rear'd high his nervous ſtature, while below hg 
The twining alders darken'd all the ſcene. 

Safe in the ſhade, the. tenants of the wood 

Aſſembled, bird and beaſt. The turtle dove 

Coo'd, am'rous, all the live-long ſummer's day. 
Lover of men, the piteous redbreaſt plain'd, 
$ole-fitting on the bough. Blithe on the buſh, 

The blackbird, ſweeteſt of the woodland choir, 
Warb!'d his liquid lay; to ſhepherd - wain 

Melliſtuous muſic, as his maſter's flock, 
With his fair miſtreſs and his faithful dog: 

He tended in the vale: While leverets round, 

In ſportive races, throꝰ the foreſt fle- 

With feet of wind; and, vent'ring from the rock, 

The ſnow-white coney ſought his ev ning meal.—- 

Here, too, the poet, is inſpir d at eve 1 
He roam'd the duſky- wo, or fabl d bro 
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That piece-meal printed ruins in the, rocks 


Beheld the blue-ey'd ſiſters of the ſtream, |. 

And heard the wild note of the fairy throng | 

That charm'd the queen of heav'n; as round the tree, 
Time-hallow'd, hand in hand they led the dance, 


With ſk&y-blue mantles glitt'ring in her beam. 


Low by the lake, as yet without , name,, 
Fair boſom'd in the bottom of the vale, 
Aroſe a cottage, green with ancient turf, 
Half hid in hoary trees, and from the north 


Fenc'd by a wood, but open to the ſun. - . 
Here dwelt a peaſant, rev'rend with the locks. 


Of age; yet youth was ruddy on his-cheek : 
His farm his only care: his ſole delight, 

To tend his daughter, beautiful and young; 

To watch her paths; to fill ber lap with flow'rs; 
To ſee her ſpread into the bloom of rear, 
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The perfect picture of her mother's yonth. _ 
His age's hope, the apple of his eye, 
Belov'd of Heav'n, his fair LEvina grew 
©, In youth and grace, the Naiad of the vale. 
Freſh as the flow'r amid the ſunny ſhow'rs' 
Of May, and blither than the bird of da wu, 
Both roſes bloom gave beauty to her cheek, 
Soft temper d with a ſmile. The light of heav'n, 
And innocence, illum'd her virgin- eye, 
Lucid and lovely as the morning ſtar. 
Her breaſt was fairer than the vernal bloom 
of valley lily, op'ning in a ſhow'r ;— 
Fair as the morn, and beautiful as May, 
The glory of the year, when firſt ſne comes 
Array'd, all beauteous, with the robes of heav'n; . 
And, breathing ſummer breezes, from her locke 
Shakes genial dews, and from her lap the flow'rs— 
Thus beautiful ſhe look'd ; yet ſomething more, 
| K 2 Aud 
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And better far than beauty, in Her looks 

Appear'd: the maiden btuſh of modeſty j 

The ſmile of cheerfulneſs, and ſweet content; 

Health's freſheft roſe, the ſun-ſhine of the ſoul: 

Zach height'ning each, effus'd o'er all her form 

A nameleſs grace, the Beauty of the Mind. 
Tuvs finiſh'd fair above her peers, ſhe drew 

The eyes of all the village, and inflam d 

The rival ſhepherds of the neighb'ring dale, 

Who laid the ſpoils of Summer at her feet, 

And made the woods enamour'd of her name. 

But pure as buds * re they blow, arid ill | | 

A virgin in her heart, ſhe knew not love: 

But all alone, amid her garden fair, 

From morn to noon, from noon to dewy eve, 

She ſpent her days; her pleaſing taſk to tend 

The flow'rs; to lave them from the watet-ſpring 3 

9.1 Jos Ty 
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To ope the buds with her enamour'd breath z _ 
Rank the gay tribes, and rear them in the ſun.— 
In youth, the index of maturer years, 
Left by her ſchool-companions at their play, 
She'd often wander in the wood, or roam 
The wilderneſs, in queſt of curious flow'r, 
Or neft of bird unknown, till eve approach'd, 
And hemm'd her in the · ſnade. To obvious ſwain, 
Or woodman chanting in the greenwood glin, 
She'd bring the beauteous ſpoils, and aſk their names. 
Thus ply'd aſſiduous her delightful taſk, | 
Day after day, till ev'ry herb ſhe nam'd 
That paints the robe of Spring, and knery the voice 
Of ev'ry warbler in the vernal wood. | 
Hen garden ſtretgh'd/along the river fide, 
High up a fanny bank: on either fide, , 
L hedge forbade the vagrant foot j abo - 
| l An 
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An ancient foreſt ſcreen'd the green receſs. | 
Tranſplanted here, by her creative hand, | 
Each herb of Nature, full of fragrant ſweets, 
That ſcents the breath of Summer; ev'ry flow'r, ] 
Pride of the plain, that blooms on feſtal days | 
In ſhepherd's garland, and adorns the year, 
In beauteous cluſters flouriſh'd : Nature's work, 
And order, finiſh'd by the hand of Art. 
Here gowans, natives of the village green, 
To daiſies grew. The lilies of the field 

Put on the robe they neither ſew'd nor ſpun. 
Sweet · ſmelling ſhrubs and cheerful ſpreading trees, 
Unfrequent ſcatter'd, as by Nature's hand, 
Shaded the flow'rs; and to her EDtx drew 
The earlieſt concerts of the Spring, and all 
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The various muſic of the vocal year. 
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Retreat romantic! Thus from early youth 
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Her life ſhe led: one ſummer's day, ſerene 
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And fair, without a cloud! like poet's dreams 
Of vernal landſcapes, of ELYSIAN vales, 

And iſlands of the bleſt; where, hand in hand, 
Eternal Spring and Autumn rule the year, 

And Love and Joy lead on immortal youth ! 


nas on a ſummer's day, when early ſhow'rs , 
Mad wak'd the various vegetable race 

To life and beauty, fair LT VIX A ſtray'd. 

Far in the blooming wilderncſs ſhe ſtray'd 

To gather herbs, and the fair race of flow'rs;. 
That Nature's hand creative pours at will, 

Beauty unbounded, over Earth's green lap, 

Gay without number, in the day of raim 

O'er vallies gay, o'er hillocks green ſhe walk' d, 
Sweet as the ſeaſon ; and at times awak'd 

The echoes of the alk with native notes | 
Of heart-felt joy, in numbers heav'nly ſweet - 


Sweet 
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Sweet as th* hoſannahs of a Form of light, 
A ſweet-tongu'd Seraph in the bow'rs of bliſs. 


Hes, as ſhe halted on a green hill-top, 
A quiver'd hunter ſpy'd. Her flowing locks, 
In golden ringlets glitt'ring to the ſun, 
Upon her boſom play d: her mantle green, 
Like thine,. O Nature! to her roſy cheek 
Lent beauty new ; as from-the verdant leaf 


The roſe-bud bluſhes with a deeper bloom, « Ar 
Amid the walks of May. The ſtranger's eye « Co 
Was caught as with etherial preſence, Oft « An 
He look'd to heav'n, and oft he met her eye « Let 
In all the filent eloquence of love; 4 I 
Then, wak'd from wonder, with a ſmile began: « PII 
« Fair wand' rer of the wood! what heav'nly pow, “ Firi 
Or providenee, conducts thy wand' ring ſteps * Anc 


« To this wild foreſt, from thy native ſeat "On 
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« And parents, happy in a child fo fair? 

« A ſhepherdeſs, or virgin of the vale, 

Thy dreſs beſpeaks ; but thy majeſtic mien, 
« And eye, bright as the morning ſtar, confeſs 
Superior birth and beauty, born to rule: 


« As from the ſtormy cloud of night, that veils 
« Her virgin orb, appears the queen of heav'n, 
And with full beauty gilds the face of night. 
« Whom ſhall I call the faireſt of her ſex, 
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And charmer of my ſoul? In yonder vale, 
Come, let us crop the roſes of the brook, 
And wildings of the wood: ſoft under ſhade 
Let us recline by moſſy fountain-fide, 
* While the wood ſuffers in the beam-of noon. 
* I'll bring my love the choice of all the ſhades; 
th * Firſt fruits; the apple ruddy from the rock; 
And cluſt'ring nuts, that burniſh in the beam. 
* O vilt thou bleſs my divelling, and become 
W þ | L «The 
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« The owner of theſe fields? I'll give thee all 
« That I poſſeſs; and all thou ſceſt is mine.“ | 


Tuus ſpoke the youth, with rapture in his eye; 
And thus the maiden, with a bluſh, began: | 0 
« Beyond the ſhadow of theſe mountains green, « 
« Deep-boſom'd in the vale, a cottage ſtands, 6 


« The dwelling of my fire, a peaceful ſwain ; 
Vet at his frugal board Health fits a gueſt, 
And fair Contentment crowns his hoary hairs, 
« The patriarch of the plains: ne'er by his door 
« The needy paſs'd, or the way-faring man. 
« His only daughter, and his only joy, 
« I feed my father's flock ; and, while they reſt, 
« At times retiring, loſe me in the wood, 
« SkilPd in the vitues of each ſecret herb 
That opes its virgin boſom to the moon,— 
No flow'r amid the garden fairer grows 

| Than 
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a Than the Tweet lily of the lowly vale, 

« The queen of flow'rs—But ſooner might the weed | 
« That blooms and dies, the being of a day, 

« Preſume to match with yonder mountain-oak, 
That ſtands the tempeſt and the bolt of heav'n, 

« From age to age the monarch of the wood—— 
«O! had you been a ſhepherd of the dale, 

« To feed your flock beſide me, and to reſt | 

„With me at noon in theſe delightful ſhades, 

« I might have liſt' ned to the voice of love, 
Nothing reluctant ; might with you have walk'd 

* Whole ſummer ſuns away. At conn. f 
When heav'n and earth in all their glory ſhine 
With the laſt ſmiles of the departing ſun; 

* When the ſweet breath of Summer feaſts the ſenſe, 
* And ſecret pleaſure thrills the heart of man ; 

* We might have walk'd alone, in converſe ſweet, 
Along the quiet vale, and woo'd the moon 


L 2 «To 
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To hear the muſic of true lovers vows. 
& But Fate forbids; and Fortune's potent frown, ; 
And honour, inmate of the noble breaſt. 


% Ne'er can this hand in wedlock join with thine, 


& Ceaſe, beauteous ſtranger ! ceaſe, beloved youth! 


<6 To vex a heart that never can be yours.“ 


THvus ſpoke the maid, deceitful : but her eyes, 
Beyond the partial purpoſe, of her tongue, 
Perſuaſion gain'd. The deep-enamour'd youth 
Stood gazing on her charms, and all his ſoul 
Was loſt in love. He graſp'd her trembling hand, 
And breath'd the ſofteſt, the ſincereſt vows 
Of love: © O virgin! faireſt of the fair! 


„My one beloved! were the Scorrisg throne 


« To me tranſmitted thro” a ſcepter'd line 


6 Of anceſtors, thou, thou ſhould'ſt be my queen, 
£6 And 
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@ And CALEDONIA's diadems adorn 


« A fairer head than ever wore a crown!“ 


SHE redden'd like the morning, under veil 
Of her own golden hair. The woods among 
They wander'd up and down with fond delay, 
Nor mark'd the fall of ev'ning ; parted, then, 


The happieſt pair on whom the ſun declin'd, 


NexT day he found her on a flow'ry bank, 


Half under ſhade of willows, by a ſpring, 
The mirror of the ſwains, that o'er the meads, 
Slow-winding, ſcatter'd flow'rets in its way. 


Tkro' many a winding walk and alley green, 


She led him to her garden, Wonder-ſtruck, 


He gaz' d, all eye, o'er th' enchanting ſcene : 
And much he prais'd the walks, the groves, the flow'rs, 
ler beautiful creation; much he prais'd 


The 
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The beautiful creatreſs ; and awak'd 
The echo in her praiſe. Like the firſt pair, 

' Apan and Evx, in Epxx's bliſsful bow'rs, 
When newly come from their Creator's handy 
Our lovers liv'd in joy. Here, day by day, 
In fond endearments, in embraces ſweet, 
That lovers only know, they liv'd, they lov'd, 
And found the paradiſe that Adam 1 
Nor did the virgin, with falſe modeſt pride, 
Retard the nuptial morn : ſhe fix d the day 
That bleſs'd the youth, and open'd to his eyes 
An age of gold, the heav'n of happineſs 


That lovers in their lucid moments dream. 


AND now the morning, like a roſy bride 
Adorned on her day, put on her robes, Het 
Her beauteous robes of light: the Naiad ſtreams, T 


Sweet as the cadence of a poet's ſong, 
Flond 
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Flow'd down the dale; the voices of the grove, 

And ev'ry winged warbler of the air, 

Sung over head ; and there was joy in heav'n.. 

Ris'n with the dawn, the bride and bridal-maids 
Stray'd thro* the woods, and o'er the vales, in queſt. 
Of flow'rs and garlands, and ſweet-ſmelling herbs, 
To ſtrew the bridegroom's way, and deck his bed. 


Falk in the boſom of the level lake 
Roſe a green iſland, cover'd with a ſpring 
Of flow'rs perpetual, goodly to the eye, 
And blooming from afar, High in the midſt, 
Between two fountains, an enchanted tree 
Grew ever green, and every month renew'd 
Its blooms and apples of Heſperian gold. 
Here ev'ry bride (as ancient poets ſing) 
Two golden apples gather'd from the bough,, 
To give the bridegroom in the bed of love, 
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The pledge of nuptial concord and delight 

For many a coming year. LE m now 

Had reach'd the iſte, with an attendant maid, 
And pull'd the myftic apples, pull'd the fruit; 
But wiſh'd and long'd for the enchanted tree. 
Not fonder ſought the firſt created fair 

The fruit forbidden of the mortal tree, 

The ſource of human woe. Two plants aroſe 
Fair by the mother's ſide, with fruits and flow'rs 
In miniature. One, with audacious hand, 

In evil hour ſhe rooted from the ground. 

At once the iſland ſhook, and fhrieks of wo. 

At times were heard, amid the troubled air. 

Her whole frame ſhook, the blood forſook her face, 
Her knees knock'd, and her heart within her dy'd, 
Trembling and pale, and boding woes to come, 


They ſeiz d the boat, and hurry'd from the iſle, 


AND 
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AxD now they gain'd the middle of the lake, 
And ſaw th? approaching land: now, wild with joy, 
They row*d, they flew. When lo! at once effus'd, 
Sent by the angry demon of the iſle, 
A whirlwind roſe : it laſh'd the furious lake 
To tempeſt, overturn'd the boat, and ſunk 
The fair Levixa to a wat' ry tomb. 
Her fad companions, bending from a rock, 
Thrice ſaw her had, wid ſupplicating hands 
Held up to heav'n, and heard the ſhriek of death: 
Then overhead the parting billow clos' d, 
And op'd no more. Her fate in mournful lays 
The Muſe relates; and ſure each tender maid 
tor her ſhall heave the ſympathetic ſigh. 
And haply my EUMEL14, (for her ſoul 
b pity's ſelf,) as, void of houſehold cares, 
ter ev ning walk ſhe bends beſide the lake, 
1 Which yet retains her name, ſhall ſadly drop 
M A 
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A tear, in mem'ry of the hapleſs maid ; A 
And mourn with me the ſorrows of the youth, Y 
Whom from his miſtreſs death did not divide. 0 
Robb' d ef the calm poſſeſſion of his mind, RN 
All night he wander'd by the ſounding ſhore, A 
Long looking o'er the lake; and ſaw at times T 
The dear, the dreary ghoft of her he Tov'd: 


Till love and grief ſubdu'd his manly prime, 
And brought his youth with ſorrow to the grave. — 


T KNEw an aged ſwain, whoſe hoary head 


Was bent-with years, the village-chronicle, 
Who much had ſeen, and from the former times 


Much had receiv'd. He, hanging o'er the hearth Ha 
In winter ev'nings, to the gaping ſwains, Of 
And children. cireling round the fire, would tell Th 
Stories of old, and tales of other times. Le: 

Bid 


Of Lomond and Levixa he would talk; 
| | And 
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And how of old, in BrrTaiN's evil days, 
When brothers againſt brothers drew the ſword: 


Of civil rage, the hoſtile hand of war 

Ravag'd the "wr gave cities to the ſword, 

And all the country to devouring fire. 

Then theſe fair foreſts and Elyfian ſcenes, 

In one great conflagration, flam'd to beav'n. 
Barren aa black, by ſwift degrees aroſe 

A muiriſh fen; and hence the lab'ring hind, 
Digging for fuel, meets the mould'ring trunks: | 
Cf oaks, and branchy antlers of the deer.. 


Now ſober Induſtry, illuſtrious pow'r! 
Hath rais'd the peaceful cottage, calm abode 


Of innocence and joy : now, ſweating, guides: 
The ſhining ploughſhare ; tames the ſtubborn ſoil ;, 
Leads the long drain along th' unfertile marſh ;. 
Bids the bleak hill with vernal verdure bloom, 
M2 The 
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The haunt of flocks; and clothes the barren heath 


With waving harveſts, and the golden grain, V 
If 
Fair from his hand behold the village riſe, $\ 
In rural pride, *mong intermingled trees ! 
Above whoſe aged tops the joyful ſwains, 
At even-tide, deſcending from the hill, I 
With eye enamour'd, mark the many wreaths A 
Of pillar'd ſmoke, high-curling to the clouds. B 
The ftreets reſound with Labour's various voice, Ei 
Who whiſtles at his work. Gay on the green, T 
Young blooming boys, and girls with golden hair, N 
Trip nimble-footed, wanton in their play, 
The village hope. All in a rev'rend row, T 


Their grey-hair'd grandfires, fitting in the ſun, 
Before the gate, and leaning on the ſtaff, 
The well-remember'd ſtories of their youth 


Recount, and ſhake their aged locks with joy. 
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How fair a proſpect riſes to the eye, 
Where Beauty vies in all her vernal forms, 
For ever pleaſant, and for ever new ! 
Swells th' exulting thought, expands the ſoul, 
Drowning each ruder care: a blooming train 
Of bright ideas ruſhes on the mind, 
Imagination rouſes at the ſcene; 
And backward, thro' the gloom of ages paſt, 
Bcholds ARCADIA, like a rural queen, 
Encircled with her fwains and roſy nymphs, 
The mazy dance conducting on the green. 
Nor yield to old Ax cADIAꝰs bliſsful vales 


Thine, gentle LEvEn! Green on either hand 


Thy meadows ſpread, unbroken of the plough, 
With beauty all their own. Thy fields rejoice 
With all the riches of the golden year. 

Fat on the plain, and mountain's ſunny fide, 


Large droves of oxen, and the fleecy flocks, 
Feed 
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Feed undiſturb'd ; and fill the echoing air 0 
With muſic,. grateful to the maſter's ear. Ar 
| The trav'ller tops, and gazes round and round 0 
O'er all the ſcenes, that animate his heart . 


With mirth and muſic. Ev'n the mendicant, 


Bowbent with age, that on the old grey ſtone, 


Sole ſitting, ſuns him in the public way, 


Feels his heart leap, and to himſelf he ſings. 


How beautiful around the lake out ſpreads 


Its wealth of waters, the ſurrounding vales 


Renews, and holds a mirror to the ſky,, 


Perpetual fed by many ſiſter- ſtreams, 


Haunts of the angler! Firſt, the gulphy Po, 


That thro? the quaking marſh and waving reeds 


Creeps ſlow and ſilent on. The rapid QUEECH, 


Whoſe foaming torrents o'er the broken ſteep 


Burſt down impetuous, with the placid wave 
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Of flow'ry LEvex, for the canine pike 

And filver cel renown'd. But chief thy ſtream, 

O Gairny ! ſweetly winding, claims the ſong. 

Firſt on thy banks the Doric reed I tun'd, 

Stretch'd on the verdant graſs : while twilight meek, 


Enrob'd in miſt, ſlow- ſailing thro? the air, 

Silent and ſtill, on ev'ry cloſed flow'r c 
Shed drops nectareous; and around the fields 

No noiſe was heard, ſave where the whiſp'ring reeds 
Way'd to the breeze, or in the duſky air 

The low-wing*d crane mov'd heav'ly o'er the lee, 
And ſhrilly clamour'd as he ſought his neft. 

There would I fit, and tune ſome youthful lay; 

Or watch the motion of the living fires, 

That day and night their never-ceafing courſe 

Wheel round th” eternal poles; and bend the knee 

To Him the Maker of yon ſtarry ſky, 

Omnipotent ! who, thron'd above all heay'ns, 

Yet 
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Yet ever preſent thro? the peopl'd ſpace 

Of vaſt Creation's infinite extent, 
Pours life, and blifs, and . pours himſelf, 
e of arthealinds.” 
Of happy beings, thro? ten thouſand wakde. 


Nox ſhall the Muſe forget thy friendly heart, 
O Let1ivs! partner of my youthful hours. 
How often, riſing from the bed of peace, 
We would walk forth to meet the ſummer morn, 
Inhaling health and harmony of mind; 
Philoſophers and friends; white ſcience beam'd, 
With ray divine, as lovely on our minds 
As yonder orient ſun, whoſe welcome light 
| Reveal'd the vernal landſcape to the view. 
Yet oſt, unbending from more ſerious thought, 
Much of the looſer follies of mankind, 
Hum'rous and- gay, we'd talk, and much would laugh; 
3 While, 


I 
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While, ever and anon, their foibles-vain 
Imagination offer d to our vier. | 


' FRONTING where Garrxy pours his fitent urn 
Into the lake, an ifland lifts its head, 

Grafſy and wild, with ancient ruin heap'd 
Of cells; where from the noiſy world retir'd 

Of old, as fame reports, Religion dwelt 

Safe from the inſults of the dark"ned crowd 

That bow'd the knee to Obix; and in times 

Of ignorance, when CaL E DONIA“s ſons 

(Before the tripte-crowned giant fell) 

Exchang'd their fimple faith for Romz's deceits. 
Here Superſtition for her cloiſter'd ſons 

A dwelling rear'd, with many an arched vault ; 
Where her pale vot'ries at the midnight hour, 

In many a mournful ſtrain of melancholy, 
Chanted their crifons to the cold moon. 
N. 
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It now refounds with the wild-ſhrieking gull, 
The creſted lapwing, and the clam'rous mew, 
The patient heron, and the bittern dull, 
Deep-ſounding in the baſe, with all the tribe 
That by the water ſeek th' appointed meal. 


From hence the ſhepherd in the fenced fold, 
*Tis ſaid, has heard ftrange ſounds, and muſic wild; 
Such as in SELMA, by the burning oak, f 
Of hero fallen, or of battle loſt, 
Warn'd FIN GAL's mighty ſon, from trembling chords 
Of untouch'd harp, ſelf-ſounding in the night. 
Perhaps th' afflicted genius of the lake, 
That leaves the wat'ry grot each night, to mourn 
The waſte of time, his deſolated iſles, 
And temples in the duſt: his plaintive voice 
Is heard rfounting thro? the dreary courts 


Of high LoCHLEvEN Caſtle, famous once, 
* 


YN 
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Th' abode of heroes of the Bavuce's line. 
Gothic the pile, and high the ſolid walls, 

With warlike ramparts, and the ſtrong defence 
Of jutting battlements: an age's toil ! 

No more its arches echo to the noiſe 

Of joy and feſtive mirth. No more the glance 
Of blazing taper thro? its windows heams, 

And quivers on the undulating wave: 

But naked ſtand the melancholy walls, 

Laſa'd by the wintry tempeſts, cold and bleak, 
That whiſtle mournful thro' the empty halls, 


And Nenne crumble down the tow'rs to duſt. 
Perhaps in ſome lone, dreary, deſert tow'r, 
That time has ſpar'd, forth from the window looks, 
Half hid in graſs, the ſolitary fox; 

White from above, the owl, muſician dire! 


Screams hideous, harſh, and grating to the ear. 


N 2 Cava 
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EqQuvAL in age, and ſharers of its fate, 
A row of moſs-grown trees around it ſtand. 
Scarce here and therc, upon their blaſted tops, 
A ſhriveil'd leaf diſtinguiſhes the year: 
Emblem of hoary age, the eve of life, 
When man draws nigh his eyerlaſting home, 
Within a ſtep of the devouring grave; 
When all his views and tow'ring hopes are gone, 


And ev'ry appetite before him dead. 


Bzr1GHT ſhines the morn, while in the ruddy eaſt 


The ſun hangs hov'ring o'er th? Atlantic wave. 
Apart on yonder green hills ſunny ſide, 
Seren'd with all the muſic of the morn, 
Attentive let me fit : while from the rock, 

The ſwaine, laborious, roll the limeſtone huge, 
Bounding claſtic from th' indented graſs; 
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At ev'ry fall it ſprings, and thund'ring ſhoots 
O'er rocks and precipices to the plain, 
And let the ſhepherd careful tend his flock 


Far from the dang'rous ſteep ; nor, O ye ſwains! 
Stray heedleſs of its rage. Behold the tears 

Yon wretched widow o'er the mangled corpſe 

Of her dead huſband pours: who, hapleſs man! 
Cheerful and ftrong, went forth at riſing morn 

To uſual toil ; but, ere the ev'ning hour, 

His ſad companions bare him lifeleſs home. 

Urg'd from-the hill's high top, with progreſs ſwift, 
A weighty ſtone, reſiſtleſs, rapid came; 

deen by the fated wretch, who ſtood unmov'd, 

Nor turn'd to fly, till flight had been in vain ; 

When now arriv'd the inſtrument of death, 

And fell'd him to the ground. The thirſty land 
Drank up his blood: ſuch was the will of Heav'n. 


How 
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How wide the landſcape opens to the view ! T 
Still as I mount the leſs'ninh hills decline, 
Till high above them northern GRA ius lifts 
His hoary head, bending beneath a load 
Of everlaſting ſnow. O' er ſouthern fields P. 
I ſee the CE VINO T hills, the ancient bounds T 
Of two contending kingdoms. There in fight A 
Brave PiERc and the gallant DovGLas bled ; 0 
The houſe of heroes, and the death of hoſts ! 0 
Wat'ring the fertile fields, majeſtic FoxTH, Pe 
Full, deep, and wide, rolls placid to the ſea, At 
With many a veſſel trim and oared bark du 
In rich profuſion cover'd, wafting o'er B 
The wealth and produce of far diſtant lands. TI 
W 
W 


Bur chief mine eye on the ſubjected vale 
Of LE VE pleas'd looks down; while o'er the trees, 
That ſhield the hamlet with the ſhade of years, 


The 
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The tow'ring ſmoke of early fire aſcends, 
And the ſhrill cock proclaims th? advanced morn. 


How bleſt the man ! who, in theſe peaceful plains, 
Ploughs his paternal field ; far from the noiſe, 
The care, and buftle of a buſy world ! 
All in the ſacred, ſweet, ſequeſter'd vale 
Of Solitude, the ſecret primroſe-path 
Of rural life, he dwells; and with him dwells 
Peace and Content, twins of the Sylvan ſhade, 
And all the Graces of the golden age, — 
duch is AGRICOLA, the wiſe, the good; 
By nature formed for the calm retreat, 
The filent path of life. Learn'd, but not fraught 
With ſelf-importance, as the ſtarched fool, 
Who challenges reſpect by ſolemn face, 
By ſtudied accent, and bigh-ſounding phraſe. 
Luamour'd of the ſhade, but not moroſe. 

Politeneſs, 


104 POEMS ON 


Politeneſs, rais'd in courts by frigid rules, 

With him ſpontaneous grows. Not books alone, 
But man his ſtudy, and the better part ; 

To tread the ways of virtue, and to act 


The various ſcenes of life with Gop's applauſe. * 


Deep in the bottom of the flow'ry vale, 
With blooming fallows and the leafy twine 
Of verdant alders fenc'd, his dwelling ftands 
Complete in rural elegance. The door, 

By which the poor or pilgrim never paſs'd, 


Still open, ſpeaks the mafter's bounteous heart. 


There, O how ſweet? amid the fragrant ſhrubs, 
At ev'ning cool to fit ; while, on their boughs, 
The nefted ſongſters twitter o'er their young; 
And the hoarſe low of folded cattle breaks 

The ſilence, wafted o'er the Neeping lake, 
Whoſe waters glow beneath the purple tinge 
Of weſtern cloud; while converſe ſweet deceives 
3 
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The ſtealing foot of time! Or where the ground, 
Mounded irregular, points out the graves 

Of our forefathers, and the hallow*'d fane, 

Where ſwains aſſembling worſhip, let us walk, 

In ſoftly-ſoothing melancholy thought, 

As Night's ſeraphic bard, immortal YounG, 

Or ſweet-complaining GREY ; there ſee the goal 
Of human life, where drooping, faint, and tir'd, 
Oit.miſs'd the prize, the weary racer reſts. 


Tavs ſung the youth, amid unfertile wilds - 
And nameleſs deſarts, unpoetio ground 
Far from his friends he ſtray'd; recording thus 
The dear remembrance of: his native fields, 
To cheer the tedious night; while ſlow diſeaſe 
Prey'd on his pining vitals, and the blaſts 
Of dark December ſhook his humble cot. 


O | ODE:: 
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"| U 
x 
ODE: 
W 
10 PAQL LD * 
I. 
IN AT man, what hero hall the Muſe fing, f 
5 On claſſic lyre, or CALEDOX1AN ſtring, = 
Whoſe name ſhall fill th immortal page ; at 
Who, fir'd from Heav'n with energy divine, 
In ſun-bright glory bids his actions ſhine oh 
Firſt in the annals of the age ? he 
Ceas'd are the golden times of yore ; 
The age of heroes is no more: * 
ori 


Rare, in theſe latter times, ariſe to fame 
The poet's ſtrain inſpir'd, or hero's heay'nly flame, 
WHAT 
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II, 
Wu Ar ſtar ariſing in the ſouthern ſky, 


New to the heav'ns, attracting Eurors's eye, 
With beams unborrow'd ſhines afar ? 
Who comes, with thouſands marching in his rear, 
Shining in arms, ſhaking his bloody ſpear, 
Like the red comet, ſign of war? 
Paor r! ſent of Heav'n, to fave 
A riſing nation of the brave; 
Whoſe firm right hand his angels arm, to bear 
A ſhield before his hoſt, and dart the bolts of war. 
III. 
l comes! he comes! the ſaviour of the land! 
tis drawn ſword flames in his uplifted hand, 
Enthuſiaſt in his country's cauſe ; 
Whoſe firm reſolve obeys a nation's call, 
Toriſe deliv'rer, or a martyr fall 
To Liberty, to dying laws. 
AT | O 2 Ye 
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Ye ſons of Freedom, fing his praiſe ! 
Ye poets, bind his brows with bays! 
Ye ſcepter d ſhadows eaſt your honours down, 
And bow before the head that never wore a crown 


IV. 
Wuo to the hero can the palm refuſe ? 
Great ALEXANDER ſtill the world ſubdues, 9 
The heir of everlaſting praiſe. A 


But when the hero's flame, the patriots light; 
When virtues human and divine-unite ; 


When olives twine among the bays; 0 
And, mutual, both Minzzvas ſhine : 
A conſtellation ſo divine, W. 


A wond'ring world behold, admire, and love, 
And his beſt image here th' Almighty marks above. 


V. 4 
As the lone ſhepherd hides him in the rocks, V 
When high heav'n thunders ; as the tim'rous flocks And 


From 
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From the deſcending torrent flee: 
80 flies a world of ſlaves at War's alarnis, 
When Zeal on flame, -and Liberty in arms, 
Leads on the fearleſs and the free, 
Reſiſtleſs; as the torrent flood, 
Horn'd like the moon, uproots the wood, 
Sweeps flocks, and herds, and harveſts from their baſe, 
And moves th' eternal hills from their appointed place. 
VI. 
Long haſt thou labour d in the glorious firife, 
O land of Liberty! profuſe of life, 
And prodigal of priceleſs blood. 
Where heroes bought with blood the martyr's crown, 
Arace aroſe, heirs of their high renown, 
Who dat'd their fate thro” fire and flood: 
And GarFFox1 the great aroſe, 
Whoſe words of pow'r diſarm'd his foes; 
And where the filial image ſmil'd afar, 
The fire turn'd not aſide. the thunders of the war, 
0 
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O Ling TY! to man a guardian giv'n, 
Thou beſt and brighteſt attribute of Heav'n ! 


| From whom deſcending, thee we ling. 
| By nature wild, or by the arts refin'd, 
7 We feel thy pow'r eſſential to our mind; 
Each ſon of Freedom is a king. K 
Thy praiſe the happy world proclaim, 
And BziTAin worſhips at thy name, k 
Thou guardian angel of BxiTannia's ifle | d 
And Gop and man rejoice in thy immortal ſmile! 
VIII. 
ISLAND of beauty, lift thy head on high! : 
Sing a new ſong of triumph to the ſky ! b 
The day of thy deliv*rance ſprings— 00 
The day of veng'ance to thy ancient foe ! 
Thy ſons ſhall lay the proud oppreſſor low, Ty 


And break the head of tyrant kings. 
: Paoli! 
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PaoL1! mighty man of war! 
All bright in arms, thy conqu'ring car 
Aſcend; thy people from the foe redeem, 
Thou delegate of Heav'n, and ſon of the Supreme 
IX. 
Rul'd by th? eternal laws, ſupreme o'er all, 
Kingdoms, like kings, ſucceſſive riſe and fall. 
When CAtsar conquer'd half the earth, 
And ſpread his eagles in BriTANN1A's ſun ; 
Did Car sAR dream the favage huts he won 
Should give a far-fam'd kingdom birth? 
That here ſhould Roman freedom light; 
The weſtern Muſes wing their flight ; 
The Arts, the Graces find their fav'rite home; 
Our . awe the globe, and BAITAIN rival Roms ? 
X. 
Tavs, if th” Almighty ſay, Let Freedom be,“ 
Thou, Corsica! thy golden age ſhalt ſee. 


3 Hf Rejoice 
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Rejoice with ſongs, rejoice-with ſmiles ! ' 
Worlds yet unfound, and ages yet unborn, 
Shall hail a new BaTrAN NIA in her morn, 
The queen of arts, the queen of iſles: 
The Arts, the beauteous train of Peace, 
Shall riſe and rival Rome and GREECE; 
A Nzwrox Nature's book unfold ſublime ; 
AM rom ſing to Heav'n, and charm the ear of Time! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 175 


O D E: 


TO THE CUCKOW. 


J. 


AlL, beauteous ſtranger of the wood! 
Attendant on the Spring! 
Now Heav'n repairs thy rural ſeat, 
And woods thy welcome fing, 


II. 


Soon as the daiſie decks the green, 
Thy certain voice we hear: 

Haſt thou a ſtar to guide thy path, - 
Or mark the rolling year? - 


{of Delightful 
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III. 
Delightful viſitant! with thee 
J hail the time of flow'rs, 


When heav'n is fill'd with muſic ſweet 


Of birds among the bow' rs. 


IV. 


The ſchool-boy, wand' ring in the wood 
To pull the flow' rs ſo gay, 
Starts, thy curious voice to hear, 


And imitates thy lay. 


TW. 


Soon as the pea puts on the bloom, 
Thou fly*ſt thy vocal vale. 

An annual gueſt, in other lands, 
Another Spring to hail, 
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VI. 


Sweet bird! thy bow'r is ever green, 
Thy ſky is ever clear; 
Thou haſt no ſorrow in thy ſong, 


No winter in thy year! 


VII 


O could I fly, I'd fly with thee! 
We'd make, with ſocial wing, - 

Our annual viſit o'er the globe, 
Companions of the Spring. 
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F, 
„ 5 I - 
TO SPRING.. 1 
\ __ 
I. 
£ by: paſt : the iron North has ſpent his rage; L 


Stern Winter now reſigns the length”ning day; 
The ſtormy howlings of the winds aſſuage, 
And warm ofer ether weſtern breezes play. 


II. 


Of genial heat and cheerful light the ſource, 
From ſouthern climes, beneath another ſky, 

The Sun, returning, wheels his golden courſe ; 
Before his beams all noxious vapours fly. 
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III. 


Far to the north grim Winter draws his train 

To his own clime, to ZEMBLA's frozen ſhore z 
Where, thron'd on ice, he holds eternal reign ;. 

Where whirlwinds madden, and where tempeſts roar. 


IV. 


Loos'd from the bands of froſt, the verdant ground 
Again puts on her robe of cheerful green, 

Again puts forth her flow'rs; and all around, 
Smiling, the cheerful face of Spring is ſcen. 


V. 


Behold ! the trees new-deck their wither d boughs; 
Their ample leaves, the hoſpitable plane, 

The taper elm, and lofty aſh, diſcloſe 
The blooming hawthorn variegates the ſcene, | 
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VI. 


The lily of the vale, of flow'rs the queen, 
Puts on the-robe ſhe neither ſew'd nor ſpun: 

The birds on ground, or on the branches green, 
Hop to and fro, and glitter in the ſun. 


VII. 


Soon as o'er eaſtern hills the morning peers, 

From her low neſt the-tufted lark upſprings ; | 
And, chearful ſinging, up the air ſhe ſteers ; 

Still high ſhe mounts, ſtill loud and ſweet ſhe ſings. 


VIII. 


On the green furze, cloth'd o'er with golden blooms 
That fill the air with fragrance all around, 

The linnet ſits, and tricks his gloſſy plumes, 
While o'er the wild his broken notes reſound. 


While 


Ber 
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IX. 


While the Sun journeys down the weſtern ſky, 


Along the green ſward, mark'd with Roman mound, 
Beneath the blithſome ſhepherd's watchful eye, 
The.cheerful lambkins dance and friſk around. 


X. 


Now is the time for thoſe who wiſdom love, 
Who love to walk in Virtue's flow'ry road, 

Along the lovely paths of Spring to rove, 
And follow Nature up to Nature's Gop, 


XI. 


Thus ZoxoAsTER ſtudied Nature's laws; 
Thus SOCRATES, the wiſeſt of mankind ; 

Thus heav'n- taught PLATo trac'd th* Almighty caufe, 
And left the wond' ring multitude behind. 


g Thus 
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XII. 


Thus Asur er gather'd academic bays; 


| Tt 
Thus gentle Tnonsox, as the Seaſons roll, | 
Taught them to fing the great Creator's praiſe, 8 
| . C 
And bear their poct's name from pole to pole. ; 
XIII. 
Thus have I walk d along the dewy lawn ; n 
| 0 
My frequent foot the blooming wild hath worn ; q 
Before the lark I've Tung the beauteous dawn, 1 
in 
And gather d health from all the gales of morn. Y 
XIV. 
And, ev'n when Winter chill'd the aged year, _ 
I wander'd lonely o'er the hoary plain: 1 
Tho? froſty Boreas warn'd me to forbear, S; 
Boreas, with all his tempeſts, warn'd in vain. 4 


3 Then, 
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XV. 


Then, ſleep my nights, and quiet bleſs'd my days; 
I fear*d no loſs, my MrxD was all my ſtore 
No anxious wiſhes e er diſturb'd my eafe ; 


Heav'n gave content and health—I aſk'd no more. 


XVI. 


Now, Spring returns: but not to me returns 
The vernal joy. my better years have known; 

Dim in my breaft life's dying taper burns, 

And all the joys of life with health are flown. 


XVII. 


Starting and ſhiv'ring in th' inconſtant wind, 
Meagre and pale, the ghoſt of what I was, 

Beneath ſome blaſted tree I lie reclin'd, 

And count the ſilent moments as they paſs: 


Q The 


w 


XVIII. 


The winged moments, whoſe unſtaying fpeed 
No art can ſtop, or in their courſe arreſt ; 
Whoſe flight ſhall ſhortly count me with the dead, 
And lay me down. in. peace with them that reſt. 


XIX. 


Oft morning- dreams preſage approaching fate; 
And morning-dreams, as — tell, are true. 

Led by pale ghoſts, I enter Death's dark gate, 
And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 


XX. 


T hear the helpleſs wail, the ſhriek of wo; 
I ſee the muddy wave, the dreary ſhore,. 
The Nuggiſh ſtreams that flowly creep below, 
Which mortals viſit, and return no more. 


. Farewell, 


Reſt 


5 
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XXI. 


Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plains! 
Enough for me the church- yard's lonely mound, 
Where melancholy with {ill filence reigns, 
And the rank graſs waves o'er the cheerleſs ground. 


XXII. 


There let me wander at the ſhut of eve, 
When ſleep fits dewy on the lab'rers eyes3 
The world and all its buſy follies leave, 
And talk with Wiſdom where my Dar nnis lies, 


XXIII. 
There let me ſleep forgotten in the clay, 
When death ſhall ſhut theſe weary aching eyes 
Reſt in the hopes of an eternal day, 
Till the long night's gone, and the laſt morn ariſe. 
Q 4 THE 
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THE LAST DAY: 


A POEM. 


H ſecond coming, who at firſt appear'd 

| To ſave the world, but now to judge muikind 
According to their works the trumpet's ſound,— 
The dead arifing,—the wide world in flames,— 5 
The manſions of the bleſt, - and the dire pit 


Of Satan and of woe, — 0 Muſe! unfold. 


O Tnov! whoſe eye the future and the paſt 
In one broad view beholdeſt—from the firſt 
Of days, when o'er this rude unformed math 
Light, firſt-born of exiſtence, ſmiling roſe, 


Down to that lateſt moment, when thy voice 


Shall 


8 
8 
1 
1 
* 
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Shall bid the ſun be darkneſs, when thy hand 
Shall blot creation out, —aſſiſt my ſong. 

Thou only know'ſt, who gav'ſt theſe orbs to roll 
Their deftin'd circles, when their courſe ſhall ſet; 
When ruin and deſtruction fierce ſhall ride 

In triumph o'er creation. This is hid, 

In kindneſs unto man. Thou giv'ſt to know 


The event certain : Angels know not when. 


Twas on an Autumn's eve, ſerene and calm, 
I walk'd, attendant on the funeral 
Of an old ſwain : Around, the village crowd 
Loquacious chatted, till we reach'd the place 
Where, ſhrouded up, the ſons of other years 
Lie filent in the grave. The ſexton there 
Had digg'd the bed of death, the narrow houſe, 
For all that live appointed. To the duſt 
We gave the dead. Then moralizing, home 
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The ſwains return'd, to drown in copious bowls 
The labours of the day, and thoughts of death. 


Tus ſun now trembled at the weſtern gate; 
His yellow rays ſtream'd in the fleecy clouds. | 

I ſat me down upon a broad flat tone ; 

And much I muſed on the changeful ſtate 

Of ſublunary things. The joys of life, 

How frail, how ſhort, how paſting As the ſea, 
Now flowing, thunders on the rocky ſhore; 
Now lowly ebbing, leaves a tract of ſand, 


Waſte, wide, and dreary : So, in this vain world, 


Through every varying ſtate of life, we toſs 

In endleſs fludtuation; till, tir'd out 

With ſad variety of bad and worſe, 

We reach life's period, reach the bliſsful port, 
Where change affects not, and the weary reſt, 


THEN 


1 
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Tux ſure the ſun which lights us to our ſhroud, 

Than that which gave us firſt to ſee the light, 

Is happier far. As he who, hopeleſs, long 

Hath rode the Atlantic biltow, from the maſt, 

Skirting the blue horizon, ſees the land, 

His native land approach; joy fills his heart, 

And ſwells each throbbing vein : So, here confin'ds 

We weary tread life's long, long toilſome maze ; 

Still hoping, vainly hoping, for relief, 

And reſt from labour. Ah! miſtaken thought, 

To ſeek in life what only death can give. 

But what is death? Is it an endleſs ſleep, 

Vnconſcious of the preſent and the paſt, 

And never to be waken'd ? Sleeps the ſoul ; 

Nor wakes ev'n in a dream? If it is fo, 

Happy the ſons of pleaſure ; they have liv'd 

And made the moſt of life : And fooliſh he, 

The ſage, who, dreaming of hereafter, grudg'd 
Himſelf 
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Himſelf the taſting of the ſweets of life; 0 


And call'd it temperance; and hop'd for joys- 


More durable and ſweet, beyond the grave. 
Vain is the poet's ſong, the foldier's toĩl! 
Vain is the ſculptur'd marble and the buſt ! 
How vain to hope for never-dying fame, 

If ſouls can die! But that they never die, 
This thirſt of glory whiſpers. Wherefore gave 
The great Creator fuch a ftrong deſire 

He never meant to fatisfy ? Theſe ſtones, 
Memorials of the dead, with ruſtic art 

And rude inſcription eut, declare the ſoul. 
Immortal. Man, form'd for eternity; 

Abhors annihilation, and the thought 

Of dark oblivion. Hence, with ardent wiſn 
And vig'rous effort, each would fondly raiſe 
Same laſting monument, to ſave his name 


* 
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ee from the waſte of years. Hence Czar fought; 
Hence Raphael painted; and hence Milton ſung. | 


Tuuvs muſing, ſleep appreſs'd my drowſy ſenſe, 
And wrapt me into reſt, Before mine eyes, | 
fir as the morn, when up the flaming eaſt 
The ſun aſcends, a radiant ſeraph ſtood, 
Crown'd with a wreath of palm: Hig golden hair 
War'd on his ſhoulders, girt with ſkining plumes ; 
From which, down-to the ground, looſe-floating trail d, 
In graceful negligence, his heavenly robe: 
Upon his face, fluſh'd with immortal youth, 
Vofading beauty bloom'd ; and thus he ſpake:— 


«WELL haſtthou judg'd; the foul muſt be immortal 
And that it is, this awful day declares; | 
This day, the laſt that ere the ſun ſhall gild ; - 

* Arreſted by Omnipotence, no more * 1 
_ . Shall 
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„The ways of God to man, and all the clouds 


Ireath'd o'er the ſurface of the dewy earth, 
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« Shall he deſcribe the year: the moon no moro 
« Shall ſhed her borrow'd light. This is the day 
„ Seal'd in the rolls of Fate, when oer the dead 
« Almighty-pow'r ſhall wake, and raiſe to life. 

« The ſleeping myriads. Now ſhall. be approv'd 


« Of Providence be clear d: Now ſhall be diſclos'd 
« Why Vice in purple oft upon a throne 

« Exalted ſat, and ſhook her iron fcourge 

« Over Virtue, lowly ſeated on the ground. 

« Now deeds committed in the ſable ſhade- 

« Of eyeleſs darkneſs, ſhall be brought to light 3 

« And every act ſhall meet its juſt reward.“ 


„de. 
As thus he ſpake, the morn aroſe; and ſure I hea 
Miethought ne'er roſe a fairer. Not a cloud Wn: 


Spotted the blue expanſe ;, and not a gale 


Twinkling 


8d 
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Twinkling with yellow luſtre, the gay birds 

On ev'ry blooming fpray ſung their ſweet lays, 

nd prais'd their great Creator. Through the fields 
The lowing cattle gras d; and all around 

Was beauty, happineſs, and mirth, and love.— 

All theſe thou ſeeſt, '(reſum'd th' angelie power,) 


No more ſhall give thee pleaſure. Thou muſt leave 


This woxld ; of which now come and ſee the end. 


Tais ſaid, he touch'd me, and ſnch ftrength ĩnfus' d, 
That as he ſoared up the pathleſs air, 
lightly follow'd. - On the awful peak 
Of an eternal rock, againſt whoſe baſe ; 


The ſounding billows beat, he ſet me down. 
dend a noiſe, loud as a ruſhing ſtream, 
When o'er the rugged precipice it roars, | 
and, foaming, thunders on the rocks below. 
Atoniſhedy 1 gd around; when 10 
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I ſaw an angel down from Heav'n deſcend. 
His face was as the ſun ; his dreadful height 
Such as the ſtatue, by the Grecian plan'd, 
Of Philip's ſon, Athos, with all his rocks, 
Moulded into a man. One foot on earth, 
And one upon the rolling ſea, he-fix'd. 
As when, at ſetting ſun, the rainbow ſhines 
Refulgent, meting out the half of Heav'n— 
So ſtood he; and, in act to ſpeak, he rais'd 
His ſhining hand. His voice was as the ſound 
Of many waters, or the deep-mouth'd roar | 
Of thunder, when it burſts the riven cloud, 
And bellows through the ether. Nature ſtood 
Silent, in all her works; while thus he ſpake ;— 
« Hear, thou that roll'ſt above, thou radiant fun ! 
« Ye Heav'ns and earth, attend ! while 1 declare 
„The will of the Eternal. By his name 
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Nox is religion a chimera: Sure 
'Tis ſomething real. Virtue cannot live, 
Divided from it. As a ſever'd branch, 
It withers, pines, and dies. Who loves not God, 
That made him, and preſerv*d, nay more—redeem'd, 
Is dangerous. Can ever gratitude 
Bind him who ſpurns at theſe moſt ſacred ties? 
dy, Can he, in the filent ſcenes of life, 
Be ſociable? Can he be a friend ? | 
At beſt, he muſt but feign. The worſt of brutes 
An atheiſt is; for beaſts acknowledge God. 
The lion, with the terrors of his mouth, 
Pays homage to his Maker; the grim wolf, 
At midnight, howling, ſeeks his meat from God. 


«+ 


Acain th? archangel rais'd his dreadful voice. 
Exrth trembled at the ſound. © Awake, ye dead! 
And come to judgement.” At the mighty call, 
8 As 
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As armies iſſue at the trumpet's ſound, 

So roſe the FRO A ſhaking firſt I heard, 
And bone together came unto his bone, 
Though ſever'd by wide ſeas and diſtant lands. 
A ſpirit liv'd within them. He who made, 
Wound up, and ſet in motion, the machine, 
To run unhurt the length of fourſcore years, + 
Who knows the ſtructure of each ſecret ſpring ; 
Can He not join GY the fever'd parts, 

And join them with advantage? This to man 
Hard and impoſſible may ſeem ; to God 

Ts eaſy. Now, through all the darken'd air, 
The living atoms flew, each to his place, 
And nought was miſſing in the great account, 
Down from the duſt of him whom Cain flew, 
To him who yeſterday was laid in earth, | 
And ſcarce had ſeen corruption; whether in 
The bladed graſs they cloth'd the verdant plain, 
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Or ſmil'd in op'ning flowers; or, in the ſea, 
Became the food of monſters of the deep, 

Or paſs'd in tranſmigrations infinite 

Through ev'ry kind of being. None miſtakes 
His kindred matter; but, by ſympathy 
Combining, rather by Almighty Pow'r 

Led on, they cloſely mingle and unite. 

But chang'd: for, ſubje& to decay no more, 
Or diſſolution, deathleſs as the ſoul, 

The body is; and fitted to enjoy 

Eternal bliſs, or bear cternal pain 


As when in Spring the ſun's prolific beams 
Have wak'd to life the inſect tribes, that ſport 
And wanton in his rays at ev'ning mild, 
Proud of their new rniſlence, up the air, 

In devious circles wheeling, they aſcend, 
Innumerable ; the whole air is dark ;— * 
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So, by the trumpet rous'd, the ſons of men, 

In countleſs numbers, cover'd all the ground, 
From frozen Greenland to the ſouthern pole; 
All who ere lv'd on earth. See Lapland's ſons, 
Whoſe zenith is the Pale; a barb'rous race! 
Rough as their ſtorms, and ſavage as their clime, 
Unpoliſh'd as their bears, and but in ſnape 
Diſtirguiſh'd from them: Reafon's dying lamp 
Scarce brighter burns than inſtin ct in their breaſt. 
With wand'ring Ruſſians, and all thoſe who dwelt 
In Scandinavia, by the Baltic ſea; . 
The rugged Pole, with Pruſſia's warlike race: 


Germania pours her numbers, where the Rhine 


And mighty Darube pour their lowing urns. 


BEHOLD thy children, Britain! hail the light: 
A manly rece, whoſe bufineſs was arms, 
And long unciviliz'd ; yet, train'd to deeds 


— 
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Of virtue, they withſtood the Roman power, 
And made their eagles droop. On Morven's coaſt, 
A race of heroes and of bards ariſe: 


The mighty Fingal, and his mighty ſon, 
Who launch'd the ſpear, and touch'd the tuneful harp; 
With Scotia's chiefs, the ſons of later years, 
Her Kenneths and her Malcolms, warriors fam'd ; 
Her generous Wallace, and her gallant Bruce. | 
See, in her pathleſs wilds, where the grey ſtones 
Are rais'd in mem'ry of the mighty dead, 
Armies ariſe of Engliſh, Scots, and Picts ; 
And giant Danes, who, from. bleak Norway's coaſt, 
Ambitious, came to conquer her fair fields, 
And chain her ſons: But Scotia gave them graves !— 
Behold the kings that fill q the Engliſh throne ! 
Edwards and Henrys, names of deathleſs fame, 
Start from the tomb. Immortal William! ſee, 
Surrounding angels point him from the reſt, 
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Who ſav'd the ſtate from tyranny and Rome. 
Behold her poets! Shakeſpear, fancy's child ; 
Spenſer, who, through his ed and moral tale, 
Vpoints fair virtue out ; with him who ſung 

Of man's firſt diſobedience : Young lifts up 

His awful head, and joys to ſee the day, 

The great, th' important day, of which he ſung. 


SEE where imperial Rome exalts her height ! 
Her ſenators and gowned fathers riſe : 

Her conſuls, who, as ants without a king, 

Went forth to conquer kings; and at their wheels 
In triumph led the chiefs of diftant mis 
Behold, in Cannæ's field, what hoſtile ſwarms 


Burſt from th” enſanguin'd round, where Hannibal 


Shock Rome through all her legions : Italy 
Trembled unto the Capitol. If fate 


Had not withſtood th? attempt, ſhe now had bow'd 
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Her head to Carthage. See, Pharſalia pours 
Her murder'd thouſands! who, in the laſt ſtrife 
Of Rome for dying liberty, were ſlain 


To make a man the maſter of the world. 


ALL Europe's ſons throng forward; numbers vaſt ! 
Imagination fails beneath the weight. 
What numbers yet remain! Th' enervate race 
Of Aſia, from where Tanais rolls 
O'er rocks and dreary waſtes his foaming ſtreams 
To where the Eaſtern Ocean thunders round 
The ſpicy Java; with the tawny race 
That dwelt in Afric, from the Red-Sea, north, 
To the Cape, ſouth, where the rude Hottentot 
Sinks into brute; with thoſe, who long unknown 
Till by Columbus found, a naked race! 
And only ſkill'd to urge the ſylvan war, 
That peopled the wide continent that ſpreads 


From 
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From rocky Zembla, whiten'd with the ſnow: - 


Of twice three thouſand years, ſouth to the Straits 
Nam'd from Magellan, where the ocean roars | 
Round earth's remoteſt bounds. Now, had not He, 


The great Creator of the univerſe, 

_ Enlarg'd the wide foundations of the world, 
Room had been wanting to the mighty crowds 
That pour'd from ev'ry quarter. At his word, 
Obedient angels ſtretch*d an ample plain, 
Where dwelt his people in the Holy Land, 


Fit to contain the whole of human race, - 


As when the Autumn, yellow on the fields, 

| Invites the fickle, forth the farmer ſends 
His ſervants to cut down and gather in 

The bearded grain: 8o, by Jehovah ſent, 
His angels, from all corners of the world, 
Led on the living and awaken'd dead © 
To jadgement ; as, in the Apocalypſe, - 


— 
— 


If ohn, 


———— ˖ —— ñu½u—P— — — 
— = — 2: — . . == 
iz = 
— — wt * 2 = 


— 
— — 
— 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 145 


John, gather'd, ſaw the people of the earth, 

And kings, to Armageddon. — No look round, 

Thou whoſe ambitious heart for glory beats! 

See all the wretched things on earth calPd great, 

And lifted up to gods! How little now 

Seems all their grandeur! See the conqueror, 

Mad Alexander, who his victor arms 

Bore o'er the then known globe, then ſat him down 
And wept, becauſe he had no other world 

To give to deſolation 3 how he droops! 

He knew wats hapleſs wretch ! he never learn'd, 

The harder conqueſt—to ſubdue himſelf —— 


K. 
wi 
4148 
: 4 
ALY 
J. 
1 N T5758 
1 
\ 
== 
©, 
: 1 
oy 
17 
= 
wy! 
vt 
" 
43h 
tl 


Now is the Chriſtian's triumph, now he lifts 

His head on high; while dowa the dying hearts 

Of ſinners helpleſs ſink: Black guilt diſtracts 

And wrings their tortur'd ſouls; while ev'ry thought 
ls big with keen remorſe, or dark deſpair, . 
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Bur nave a nobler ſubjea claims the ſong. 

My mind recoils at the amazing theme Z 

For how ſhall finite ſpeak of infinite? | 

How ſhall a ſtripling, by the Muſe gte 

Sing Heav'n's Almighty, proſtrate at whoſe feet 

Archangels fall. Unequal. to the taſk, 

I dare the bold attempt: Aſſiſt me Heav'n ! 


From thee begun, with thee ſhall end my ſong !—- 


Now, down from the op'ning: firmament,, 
Seated, upon a ſapphire throne, high rais d. 
Upon an azure ground, upheld by wheels. 

Of emblematic ſtructure, as a wheel 

Had been within a wheel, ſtudded with eyes: 
Of flaming fire, and by four cherubs led; 

I ſaw the Judge deſcend. Around Him came, 


By thouſands and by millions, Heav'u's bright hoſt. 


About Him blaz'd inſufferable light, 


Inviſible 
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Nviſible as darkneſs to the eye. 

His car above the Mount of Olives ſtay' d, 

Where laſt He with his diſciples convers'dy 

And left them gazing as He ſoar'd aloft. 

He darkneſs as a curtain drew around 

On which the colour of the rainbow ſhone, 

Various and bright; and from within was heard 

A voice, as deep-mouth'd thunder, ſpeaking thus: 
“Go, Raphael, and from theſe reprobate 

„Divide my choſen ſaints ; go ſeparate 

« My people from among them, as the wheat 

Is in the Harveſt fever'd from the tares: 

get them upon the right, and on the left 

Leave theſe ungodly. Thou, Michael, chooſe, 
From forth th' angelic hoſt, a choſen band, 

And Satan with his legions hither bring 

4 To judgement; from Hell's caverns; whither fled, 
They think to hide from my awaken'd wrath, 
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« Which chac'd them out of Heav'n, and which they 
4 dread | 

« More than the horrors of the pit, which now 

„ Shall be redoubled ſev'nfold on their heads.“ 


SWIFT as conception, at his bidding, flew 
His miniſters, obedient to his word. , 
And, as a ſhepherd, who all day hath fed 
His ſheep and goats promiſcuous, but at eve, 
Dividing, ſhuts them up in different folds : 
So now the good were parted from the bad 
For ever parted; never more to join 
And mingle as on earth, where often paft 
For other each; even cloſe hypocriſy 
Eſcapes not, but, unmaſk'd, alike the ſcorn 
Of vice and virtue ſtands. Now ſeparate, 
Upon the right appear'd a dauntleſs, firm, 
Compoſed number: Joyful at the thought 


of 
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Of immortality, they forward look'd 

With hope unto the future; conſcience, pleas'd, 
Smiling, reflects upon a well-ſpent life; 

Heav'n dawns within their breaſts. The other crew, 
Pale and dejeRed, ſcarcely lift their heads 

To view the hated light: His trembling hand 

Each lays upon his guilty face; and now, 

In gnawings of the never-dying worm, 

Begins a hell that never ſhall be quench'd. 


Bur now the enenry of God and man, 
Curſing his fate, comes forward, led in chains, 
Infrangible, of burning adamant, 
Hewn from the rocks of Hell; now too the bands ; 
Of rebel angels, who long time had walk'd 
The world, and by their oracles deceiv'd 
The blinded nations, or by ſecret guile 
Wrought men to vice, came on, raging in vain, | 

And 
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And ſtruggling with their fetters, which, as fate, 
Compell'd them faſt. They wait their dreadful doom. 


Now from his lofty throne, with eyes that blaz'd 
Intollerable day, th' Almighty Judge 


| Look'd down a-while upon the ſubje&t crowd. | 


As when a caravan of merchants, led | 
By thirſt of gain to travel the parch'd ſands 


Of waſte Arabia, hears a lion roar, 


The wicked trembled at his view ; Upon . ( 
The ground they roll'd, in pangs of wild deſpair, l 
To hide their faces, which not bluſhes mark d, ä : 
But livid horror. Conſcience, who aſleep _ 1 
Long time had lain, now lifts her ſnaky head, 0 
And frights them into madneſs; while the liſt a 
Of all their ſins ſhe offers to their view: 1 
For ſhe had power to hurt them, and her ſting : * 


Was as a ſcorpion's. He who never knew x N 
5 Its 
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Its wound is happy, though a fetter'd ſlave, 
Chain'd to the oar, or to the dark damp mine 
Confin'd; while he who fits upon a throne, 
Under her frown, is wretched. But the damn't 


Alone can tell what ' tis. to feet her ſcourge 
In all its horrors, with her poiſon'd ſting 
Fix'd in their hearts. This is the Second Death.. 


Uros the Book of Life He laid his hand, 
Clos'd with the ſeal of Heav'n ; which op'd, he read 
The names of the Elect. God knows his own. | 
Come, (looking on the right, he mildly ſaid,) 
« Ye of my Father bleſſed, ere the world 
« Was moulded out of chaos—ere the ſons: 
« Of God, exulting, ſung at Nature's birth. 
« For you I left my throne, my glory left, 
« And, ſhrouded up in clay, I weary walk'd 
« Your world, and many miſerics endur'd : 
x « Death 


* Death was the laſt, For you I died, that ou 


. 
« Might live with me for ever, and in Heay's ſit 1 
« On thrones, and, as the fun in brightneſs, ſnine d 
« For ever in my kingdom. Faithfully B 
« Have ye approv'd yourſclves. I hungry was, D 
And thirſty, and ye gave me meat and drink; 8. 
« Ye cloth'd me, naked; when I fainting lay (2 
6“ Tn all the ſad variety of pain, H 
« Ye chear'd me with the tenderneſs. of friends; C. 
In ſickneſs and in priſan, me reliev'd. H. 
« Nay, marvel not that thus I ſpeak : Whene'er, (1 
Led by the dictates of fair charity, oy 
4 Ye help'd the man on whom keen poverty 1 
« And wretchedneſs had laid their meagre hands, 6 
5 


And for my ſake, ye did it unto me.“ 


THEY heard with joy, and, ſhouting, rais'd their voice 
In praiſe of their Redeemer. Logs'd from earth, 
They 5 


They ſoar'd triumphant, and at the right hind 
Of the great Judge ſat down; who on the left 
Now looking ſtern, with fury in his eyes, 
Blaſted their ſpirits, while his arrows, fix'd 
Deep in their hearts, in agonizing pain 
Scorched their vitals, thus their dreadful doom 
(More dreadful from thoſe lips which us'd to bleſs) 
He awfully pronounc'd. Earth at his frown . 
Convullive trembled ; while the raging deep 
Huſh'd in a horrid calm his waves. © Depart, 
(Theſe, for I heard them, were his awful words!) 
« Depart from me, ye curs'd! Oft have I ftrove, 
In tenderneſs and pity, to ſubdue 

« Your rebel kearts ; 'as a fond parent bird, 
„When danger threatens, flutters round her young, 
Nature's ſtrong impulſe beating in her breaſt. 

Thus ardent did T rive: But all in vain. = 

Nor will T laugh at your calamity, 

| U | « And | 
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« And mock your fears: as oft, in ſtupid miret, 
« Harden'd in wickedneſs, ye pointed out 
« The man who labour'd up the ſteep aſcent 
« Of virtue, to reproach. Depart to fire, 
« Kindled in Tophet for th* arch enemy, 
“For Satan and his angels, who by pride 


\ 


« Fell into condemnation ; blown up now 

« To ſevenfold fury by th' Almighty breath. 

“ There, in that dreary manſion, where the light 

« Js ſolid gloom, darkneſs that may be felt, 

«© Where hope, the lenient of the ills of life, 

For ever dies; there ſhall ye ſeek for death, 

&« And ſhall not find it: for your greateſt curſe 

« Is immortality. Omnipotence | 
« Eternally ſhall puniſh and preſerve. 6 


| 

So ſaid he; and, his hand high lifting, hurl'd 

The flaſhing lightning, and the flaſhing bolt, - 
Full 
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Full on the wicked ; kindling in a blaze 

The ſcorched earth. Behind, before, around, 

The trembling wretches burſt the quiv'ring flames. 

They turn'd to fly ; but wrath divine purſu'd 

To where, beyond creation's utmoſt bound, 

Where never glimpſe of chearful light arriv'd, 
Where ſcarce e'en thought can travel, but, abſorb'd, 

| Falls headlong down th* immeaſurable gulf 

Of chaos—wide and wild, their priſon ſtood 

Of utter darkneſs, as the horrid ſhade 

That clouds the brow of death. Its op'ned mouth 

Belch'd ſheets of livid flame and pitchy ſmoke. 

Infernal thunders, with neſs dire, 

Roar'd through the fiery concave ; while the waves 

Of liquid ſulphur beat the burning ſhore 

In endleſs ferment. O'er the dizzy ”_ 

Suſpended, wrapt in ſuffocating gloom, 

The ſons. of black damnation ſhricking hung.. 
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Curſes unutterable fill'd their mouths, 
Hideous to hear; their eyes rain'd bitter tears 
Of agonizing madneſs: for their day 
Was paſt, and from their eyes repentance hid 
For ever! Round their heads their hiſſing brands 
The furies wav'd, and o'er the whelming brink 
Impetuous urg'd them. In the boiling ſurge 
They headlong fell. The flaſhing billows roar'd ; 
And Hell from all her caves return'd the ſound, 
The gates of flint, and tenfold adamant, 
With bars of ſteel, impenetrably firm, 
Were ſhut for ever : The decree of fate, 
Immutable, made faſt the pond*rous door. 
* 

« Now turn thine eyes, my bright conductor ſaid: 
« Behold the world in flames! fo ſore the bolts 
„ Of thunder, launch'd by the Almighty arm, 
fHath ſmote upon it. Up the blacken'd air 

« Aſcend 
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« Aſcend the curling flames, and billowy ſmoke ; 
& And hideous crackling blot the face of day 
« With foul eruption. From their inmoſ beds 
« The hiſſing waters riſe, Whatever drew 
The vital air, or in the ſpacious deep 
« Wanton'd at large, expires. Heard'ft thou that craſh? 
«© There fell the tow'ring Alps, and, daſhing down, 
Lay bare their centre. See, the flaming mines 
« Expand their treaſures! no rapacious hand 
Jo ſeize the precious bane, Now look around : 
« Say, Canft thou tcll where ſtood imperial Rome, 
« The wonder of the world; or where, the boaſt | 
« Of Europe, fair Britannia, ſtretch'd her plain, 
« Encircled by the ocean. All is wrapt 
« In darkneſs : As (if great may be compar'd 
« With ſmall) when, on Gommorah's fated field, 
The flaming ſulphur, by Jehovah rain'd, 
« Sent up a pitchy cloud, killing to life, 

« And 
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And tainting all the air. - Another groan! 

« *Twas Nature's laſt : And ſee th" extinguiſh'd ſun: 
&« Falls devious through the void; and the fair face 

« Of Nature is no more! With ſullen joy 

&« Old Chaos views the havo:k, and expects 

« To ſtretch his ſable ſceptre o'er the blank 

«© Where once Creation mild: O'er which, perhaps, 
« Creative energy again ſhall wake, F 

& And into u call a brighter ſun, 

And fairer worlds; which, for delightful change, 

« 'The ſaints, deſcending from the happy ſeats. 

« Of bliſs, ſhall viſit. And, bchold ! they riſe, 
And ſeek their native land: Around them move, 

6 In radiant files, Heav'n's hoſt. Immortal wreaths 


« Of amaranth and roſes crown their heads; 


« And each a branch of ever-blooming palm 
6 Triewphant holds. In robes of dazzling white, 
Fairer than that by wintry tempeſts ſhed -- 

| | | mw hoon 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 159 


© Upon the frozen ground, array'd, they ſhine, 
Fair as the ſun, when up the ſteep of Heav'n 


« He rides in all the majeſty of light. 


6% Bur who can tell, or if an angel could, 
«© Thou couldſt not hear, the glories of the place 
«© For their abode prepar'd ? Though oft on earth 
« They ſtruggled hard againſt the ſtarmy tide 
« Of adverſe fortune, and the bitter ſcorn 
« Of harden'd villany—their life a courſe 
« Of ute upon earth; theſe toils, when viewed 
« With the reward, ſeem nought. The Lord ſhall guide 
Their ſteps to living fountains, and ſhall wipe 
« All tears from ev'ry eye. The wintry clouds 
That frown'd on life, rack up. A glorious ſun, 


% That ne'er ſhall ſet, ariſes in a ky 
« Unclouded and ſerene. Their joy is full: 
And ſickneſs, pain, and death, ſhall be no more. 
| “ DosT 
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« DosT thou deſire to follow? does thy heart 
Beat ardent for the prize? Then tread the path 
« Religion points to man. What thou haſt ſeen, 
« Fix'd in thy heart retain : For, be aſſur'd, 

« In that laſt moment. in the clofing act 

_« Of Nature's drama, e er the hand of fate 
% Drop the black curtain, thou muſt bear thy part, 
C And ſtand in thine own lot. | 


Tuis ſaid, he ſtretch'd 
His wings, and in a moment left my fight. 


Me 


PHILOCLES: 
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PHILOCLES: 


AN ELEGY, ON THE DEATH OP MR. WILLIAM 
DRYBURGH. 


I. 
AITING, I fit on Leven's ſandy ſhore, 
775 And ſadly tune the reed to ſounds of oe; 
Once more I call Melpomene ! once more 
Spontaneous teach the weeping verſe to flow ! 
II. 
The weeping verſe ſhall flow in friendſhip's name, 
Which friendſhip aſks, and friendſhip fain would pay; 
The weeping verſe, which worth and genius claim. 
Begin then, Muſe ! begin the mournful lay. 


X Aided 


r 


III. 
Aided by thee, 1'll twine a ruſtic wreath 
Of faireſt flow'rs, to deck the graſs- grown grave 
Of Philocles, cold in the bed of death, 
And mourn the gentle youth I could not ſave. 
IV. 
Where lordly Forth divides the fertile plains, 
With ample ſweep, a ſea from fide to ſide; 
A rocky bound his raging courſe reſtains, 
For ever laſh'd by the reſounding tide. 
V. 
There ftands his tomb upon the ſea-beat ſhore, 


. . 


Afar diſcern'd by the rough ſailor's eye, 


Who, paſſing, weeps, and ſtops the ſounding oar, 6 
And points where piety and virtue lie. 
| VI. 


Like the gay palm on Rabbah's fair domains, 
A cedar ſhadowing Carmel's flow'ry fide ; 
: = 
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Or, like the upright aſh on Britain's plains, 
Which waves its ſtately arms in youtbful pride : 
VII. 
So flouriſh'd Philocles : and as the hand 
Of ruthleſs woodman lays their honours low, 
He fell in youth's fair bloom by Fate's command. 
*Twas Fate that ſtruck, tis ours to mourn the blow. 
VIII. 
Alas! we fondly thought that Heav'n defign'd 
His bright example mankind to improve: 
All they ſhould be, was pictur'd in his mind; 
His thoughts were virtue, and his heart was love. 
: IX. | 
Calm as a Summer's ſun's unruffled face, 
He look'd unmov'd on life's precarious game, 
And ſmil'd at mortals toiling in the chaſe 
Of empty phantoms—opulence and fame. 


3 | Steady 
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X. | 

| Steady he follow'd Virtue's onward path, 
 Infllexible to Error” s devious way; 

Ard firm at laſt, in hope and fixed faith, 


Through Death's dark vale he trod without diſmay. 


Thy day vale he trod, relentleſs Death! 
Where waſte and horrid deſolation reign. 

The tyrant, tumbled, there reſigns his wrath; 
The wretch, elated, there forgets his pain : 

There ſleeps the infant, and the hoary head | 
Together lie the oppreſſor and the oppreſs'd ; 

There dwells the captive, free among the dead ; 
There Philocles, and there the weary reſt. 

2008; 

The curtains of the grave faft drawn around, 

Till the loud trumpet wake the ſleep of death, 


With 
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With areadful clangour through the world refound, 
Shake the firm globe, and burſt the vaults beneath. 
XIV. 
Then Philocles ſhall riſe, to glory riſe, 
| And his Redeemer for himfelf ſhall ſee 
With him in triumph mount the azure ſkies : 
For where He is, his followers ſhall be. 
XV. | 
'Whence then theſe ſighs? and whence this falling tear? 
To ſad remembrance of his merit juſt, | 
Still muſt I moutn ; for he to me was dear, 
And till is dear, though buried in the duſt. 


\ 


Z 
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Tus V anity or ous DR or IMMORTALITY BAE 


A STORY, 


In the Eaſtern Manner. 


ny the years to come, attend to the words 
of Calem ;—Calem, who hath ſeen fourtcen 

kings upon the throne of China, whoſe days are a 

thouſand four hundred thirty and nine years. 


THov, O young man! who rejoiceſt in thy vigour ; 
the days of my ſtrength were as thine. My poſſeſ- 
fions were large, and fair as the gardens of Paradiſe. 
My cattle covered the vallies; and my flocks were as 
the graſs on mount Tirza. Gold was brought me 

from 
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from the ocean, and jewels from the Valley of Ser- 
pents. Yet I was unhappy; for I feared the ſword 
of the angel of Death. 


OxE day, as I was walking through the woods 
which grew around my palace, I heard the ſong of 
the birds: but I heard it without joy. On the con- 
trary, their chearfulneſs filled me with melancholy. 
I threw myſelf on a bank of flowers ; and gave vent 
to my diſcontent in theſe words. The time of the 
6 ſinging of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle 
is heard. Theſe trees ſpread their verdant branches 
c above me, and beneath the flowers bloom fair. 
The whole creation rejoices in its exiſtence. I alone 
« am unhappy. ' Why am I unhappy? What do I. 
« want? Nathing. But what avail my riches, when 
in a little I muſt leave them? What is the life of 
man? His days are but a thouſand years! As 

| te the 
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« the waves of the ocean; ſuch are the generations 
&* of man: The foremoſt is daſhed on the ſhore, and 
&« another comes rolling on. As the leaves of a tree; 
&« ſo are the children of men: They are ſcattered 
4 abroad by the wind, ins other leaves lift their 
« green heads. So, the generations before us are 
gone, this ſhall paſs away, and another race ariſe. 
How then can I be glad, when in a few centuries 
I ſhall be no more? Thou Eternal, why haſt thou 
« cut off the life of man? and why are his days ſo 


, 
« few? | | 2 


I HELD my peace. Immediately the ky was black 
with the clouds of night. A tempeſt ſhook the trees 
of the foreſt: the thunder roared from the top of 
Tuns, und the red. bolt thot through the-dantneth. 
| Terror and amazement ſeized me; and the hand of 


him before whom the ſun is extinguiſhed, was upon 
me. 
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me. 4 Calem,“ faid he, (while my bones trembled,) 
,I have heard thee accuſing me. Thou deſireſt life; 
« enjoy it. I have commanded Death, that he touch 
b 


- AGAIN the clouds diſperſed; and the ſun chaſed 
the.ſhadows a the hills. The birds renewed their 
ſong, ſweeter than ever before I had heard them. 
I caſt mine eyes over my fields, while my heart exult- 
ed with joy. © Theſe,” ſaid I, are mine for ever!” 
But I knew not that ſorrow waited for me. 


As I was returning home, I met the beautiful Se- 
lima walking acroſs the fields. The roſe bluſhed in 
her cheeks; and her eyes were as the ſtars of the 
morning. Never before had I looked with a partial | 
eye on woman. I gazed; I fighed; I trembled. I led 
her to my houſe, and made her miſtreſs of my riches. 

Y As 
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As the young plants grow up around the eeda'3 
ſo my children grew up in my hall. 
Now my happineſs was complete. My children 
married ; and I ſaw my deſcendants in the third ge- 
nerition, L exyeRted to ſex them orerfpredd the king- 
dom, and that I ſhould obtain the erown of China. 


I #4D now lived athoufagd years; and the hand of 
time had withered my ſtrength. My wife, my ſons, 
and my daughters, died; and I was a ſtranger among 
my people. I was a burden to them; they hated me, 
and drove me from my houſe. Naked and miſerable, 
1 wandered: my tottering legs ſcarce ſupported my 
body. I went to the dwellings of my friends; but 
they were gone, and other maſters'chid me from their 
doors. I retired to the woods; and, in a cave, lived 


with the beaſts of the earth. Berries and roots were 


my 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 171 


my meat; and I drank of the ſtream of the rock. I 
was ſcorched with the Summer's ſun; and ſhivered in 
the cold of Winter. I was weary of life. 


Oxs day I wandered from the woods, to view the 
palace which was once mine. I Gw it; but it was 
low. Fire had confumed it: It lay as a rock caſt down 
by an earthquake. Nettles fprung up in the court ; 
and from within the owl ſcream'd hideous. The fox 
looked out at the windows: the rank graſs of the wall 
waved around his head. I was filled with grief at 

the remembrance of what it, and what I had been. 
« Curſed be the day,” I ſaid, .in which I deſired to 
4 live for cver. And why, O thou Supreme! didſt 
thou grant my requeſt? Had it not been for this, 
. had been at peace; I had been aſleep in the quiet 

grave; I had not known the deſolation of my in- 

« heritance; I had been free from the wearineſs of | 
22 « life, 
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« life. I ſeek for death, but I find it not: my life is 
« a curſe unto me.” 

A SHINING cloud deſcended on the trees; and Ga- 
briel the angel ſtood before me. His voice was as the 
roaring ſtream, while thus he declared his meſſage. 
<« Thus faith the Higheſt, What ſhall I do unto thee, 
6:0 Calem? What doſt thou now defire? Thou 
« aſkedſt life, and I gave it thee, even to live for ever. 
% Now thou art weary of living; and again thou haft 
opened thy mouth againſt me.” * * * 


17 JY 65 
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VERSES, 
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VERSES, 


ON HEARING AN ZOLIAN HARP AT MIDNIGHT, 


- E heavenly founds ! enchanting notes! 
| That ſwell the Whip ting breeze ; 
Say, whence your ſoft complaining airs, 
Your magic power to pleaſe. 
IT. 
Are ye ſome fairy, tiny voice, 
That, by the glow-worm's light, 
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At lonely hours, your vigils keep, 
Vnmark'd by mortal fight ? 
III. 
Are ye ſome nymph of antient time, 
Like Echo's hapleſs maid, 
In plaintive ſongs that woo'd your love, 
Till cbang'd into a ſhade ? n 
| . 
Or, are ye Offian's paſſing ghoſt 
That thus the midnight cheers, - : 
And to the fair Malvina tunes 
The tale of other years? 
++ 
Sweet ſounds ! that melt the ſaul to love, 
My ſenſes captive take, 
Soft as the cygnet's dying voice, 
That's wafted from the lake, 


Oh! ! 
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ws, - 
Oh! ceaſe not to my liſt'ning ear; 
Still tune your heav'nly lay; 
And by your ſtrains my raptur d foul 


To Paradiſe convey. 
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